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EDITOR'S INTRODUCTION. 



It has been asserted that if any person^ however 
" unknown to fame/^ should write a journalizing me- 
moir of his own life, in which e very thought and feeling 
should be faithfully pourtrayed, such a narrative could 
not fail of being curious and interesting. Yet, consider- 
ing the satisfaction which most people find in speaking 
of themselves, it is singular how few specimens of such 
autobiography exist.^ 

Perhaps their scarcity may arise from a consciousness 
of the rare assemblage of qualities necessary to their suc- 
cessful production ; for the writer should be endowed with 
candour that shall prompt him to ^^ extenuate nothing,^* — 
honestly setting down his own foibles and mistakes, 
which are sometimes more mortifying to self-love than 
graver faults. He should have acumen and penetration, 
enabling him to unravel his own secret feelings and mo- 
tives, and to trace each sentihient and action to its 
source. He should be gifted with " the pen of a ready 
writer,^^ in order to arrest thoughts and impressions 
which fade almost as fast as they arise ; — and, what is 
most rare of all, he should possess, however alloyed 

a2 
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by human weakness and infirmities, such a predomi- 
nance of sound principles and virtuous dispositions, as 
may render it safe to sympathize in his feelings ; other- 
wise his memoir must either corrupt or disgust the 
reader, by showing 

That hideous sight, a naked human heart." 

To ensure a full and free narration, it might also be 
desirable for the memorialist to believe that his pages will 
meet no eye but that of indulgent friendship ; since those 
who expect their portraits will be handed down to pos- 
terity can scarcely resist dressing them in holiday suits. 

May we not, however, venture to aflSrm that all these 
supposed requisites were united in the case of Madame 
D'Arblay, whose journals and letters are now offered 
to the public ? As an author she has long been known 
to the world, and the high place which her works have 
held in public estimation for more than sixty years, ren- 
ders criticism and comment superfluous. 

Her long and virtuous life is now closed, and those 
who have derived pleasure and instruction from her 
publications may feel interested in reading her private 
journals, and thus becoming acquainted with the merits 
and peculiarities of her individual character ; more es- 
pecially as the timidity which made her always shrink 
from observation, confined to the circle of her chosen 
friends that knowledge of her intimate feelings and real 
excellence which won in no common degree their re- 
spect and love. We would also hope there may be a 
moral use in presenting the example of one who, being 
early exalted to fame and literary distinction, yet found 
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her chief happiness in the discharge of domestic duties, 
and in the friendships and attachments of private life. 

Frances Bdrney, the second daughter and third 
child of Dr. Bumey, was bom at Lj-nn Regis in Norfolk, 
on the 13th of June, 1752. Her father had in the 
precedingyear accepted the office of Organist to tliat royal 
borough, having been obliged by ill health to quit Lon- 
don, and to relinquish more advantageous prospects. 

The most remarkaiile features of Frances Barney's 
childhood were, her extreme shyness, and her backward- 
ness at learning ; at eight years of age, she did not even 
know her letters, and her elder brother used to amuse 
himself by pretending to teach her to read, and present- 
ing the book to her, turned upside down, — which he 
declared she never found out. Her mother's friends ge- 
nerally gave her the name of *' the httle dunce ;" but 
her mother, more discerning as well as more indulgent, 
always replied, th&t " she had no J ear about Fuiinif." 

In fact, beneath an appearance so unpromising to 
cursory observers, there was an under- current, not only 
of deep feeling and aifection, but of shrewd observation 
and lively invention ; though the feelings were rarely 
called forth in the happy careless course of childish 
life, and the intellectual powers were concealed by 
shyness, except when her own individuality was for- 
gotten in the zest with which she would enact other 
personages, in the little sports and gambols she in- 
vented. Her father relates, that " she used, after having 
seen a play in Mrs. Garrick's box, to take the actors off, 
and compose speeches for their characters, for she could 
not read them." But in company, or before strangers. 
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she was silent, backward, and timid, even to sheepish- 
ness ; and, from her shyness, had such profound gravity 
and composure of features, that those of Dr. Burney's 
friends who went often to his house, and entered into 
the different humours of the children, never called 
Fanny by any other name, from the time she had 
reached her eleventh year, than " the old lady." 

Dr. Humey adds, " she had always a great affection 
forme; had an excellent heart, and a natural simpli- 
city and probity about her that wanted no teaching. 
In her plays with her sisters and some neighbours' 
children, this straightforward morality operated to an 
uncommon degree in one so young. There lived next 
door to me at that time in Poland-street, and in a pri- 
vate house, a capital hair -merchant, who furnished pe- 
rukes to the judges and gentlemen of the law. The 
hair- merchant's female children and mine used to play 
together in the little garden behind the house, and un- 
fortunately, one day, the door of the wig-magazine 
being left open, they each of them put on one of those 
dignified ornaments of the head, and danced and jumped 
about in a thousand antics, laughing till they screamed, 
Bt their own ridiculous figures. Unfortunately, in their 
vagaries, one of the flaxen wigs, said by the pro- 
prietor to be worth upwards of ten guineas [in those 
days an enormous price] , fell into a tub of water placed 
for shrubs in the little garden, and lost all its gorgon 
buckle, and was declared by the owner to be totally 
spoilt. He was extremely angry, and chid very severely 
■a own children ; when my little daughter, ' the old 
dy,' then ten years of age, advancing to him, as I was 
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^H niformed, with great gravity and composure, sedately 
^* said, * What signifies talking so much about an acci- 
dent? The wig is wet, to be sure; and the wig was a 
good ivig, to be sure ; but 'tis of no use to speak of it 
any more, because whafs done can't be undone.' 

" Whether these stoical sentiments appeased the en- 
raged perruquier, I know not ; but the younkers were 
stript of their honours, and my little monkeys were 
obliged to retreat without beat of drum or colours 
flying." 

Mrs. Bumey was well qualified to instruct and train 
her numerous family ; but they lost her early, and 
her chief attention appears to have been bestowed on 
the education of her eldest daughter, Esther, with whom 
she read all Pope's works, and Pitt's Mneii; while the 
silent, observant Fanny learnt by heart passages from 
Pope, merely from hearing her sister recite them, and 

»Iong before she cared for reading them herself. 
In the year 1760, Dr. Burney returned to London 
with his wife and children, and took a house in Poland- 
street, where he renewed, under happy auspices, the 
acquaintance which, during his former residence in Lon- 
don, he had made with several of the most distinguished 
literary characters of his day. At this period, his eldest 
son James, afterwards Admiral Burney, had been sent 
to sea as a midshipman, in the ship of Admiral Mon- 
t^u; his second son, Charles, afterwards the cele- 
brated Greek scholar, was still quite a child; and his 
fourth daughter, Charlotte, was an infant. 

From this young family, for whom maternal care 
L appeared so necessary, their affectionate mother was 
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remoTed by death in the aatoma of 176L. DoiiDg 4^| 
latter period of her illness, Frances snd her sister Sn-^ 
■anna had beea placed ia a boarding-school Id Qaeen- 
■qoare, Uiat they might be oat of the way ; and when 
the sad intelligence of their loss was broaght to them, 
the agony of Frances's grief was so great, thoogh she 
was not more than nine years old, that her governess 
declared she had never met with a child of such inteuw^ 
and acute feelings. H 

The bereaved fether soon recalled his children home, ' 
and their education carried itself on, rather than owed its 
progress to any regular instruction. Dr. Bumey was 
too much occupied by his professional engj^ements to 
teach them, except by his own example of industry and 
jwrseverance. These were so great that he actually stu- 
died and acquired the French and Italian languages on 
horseback ; having for that purpose written out a pocket 
grammar and vocabulary of each. 

His son Charles was, at a proper age, sent to the Char- J 
ter-house School, but his daughters remained at home} ■ 
they had no governess, and though the eldest and the 
third, Esther and Susanna, were subsequently taken to 
France, and placed for two years in a Parisian seminary, 
Frances shared not this advantage. Dr. Bumey after- 
wards acknowledged that one reason which decided him 
against carrying her to France was lier strong attach- 
ment to her maternal grandmother, who was a Roman 
Catholic. " He feared she might he induced to follow 
gion of one whom she so much loved and ho- 
if she should fall so early into the hands of any 
who should attempt her conversion." She was. 
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^^^erefore, literally self-educated, and to use her own 

^ Words, " Her sole emulation for improvement, and sole 
spur for exertion were, her unbounded veneration and 
affection for her father, who, nevertheless, had not at 
the time a moment to spare for giving her any personal 
instruction, or even for directing her pursuits." 

At ten years of age she could read, and with the occa- 
sional assistance of her eldest sister she had taught her- 
self to write ; and no sooner had she acquired the latter ac- 
complishment than she began to scribble, almost inces- 
santly, little poems and works of invention, though in a 
character that was illegible to every one but herself. 
Her love of reading did not display itself till two or 
three years later; thus practically reversing the axiom 
that 

»" Authors before they write should read." 
But although the education of Dr. Bumey's daugh- 
ters was not conducted according to the elaborate sys- 
tems of the present day, they yet enjoyed some ad- 
vantages which more than compensated for the absence 
of regular and salaried instructors. The sentiments 
and example of their father excited them to love what- 
ever was upright, virtuous, and amiable ; while, from 
not being secluded in a school-room, they also shared 
the conversation of their father's guests ; and, in Lon- 
don, Dr. Burney's miscellaneous but agreeable society 
included some of those most eminent for literature in 
our own country, together with many accomplish'"^ 
foreigners, whose observations and criticii^ms wej 
themselves lessons. Perhaps the taste of Fij 
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Barney was fonned much in the same way as that of 
her celebrated cotemporary, Madame de Stael, who 
rehites that she used to sit with her work, on a little 
stool at her mother's knee, and listen to the conversar 
tion of all Monsieur Neckar's enlightened visitors ; thus 
gathering notions on literature and politics long ere 
it was suspected that she knew the meaning of the 
words. 

If, however, the above methods were of themselves 
sufficient for education, all good conversers might offer 
a " royal road*' to learning. But the benefit here obtained 
was chiefly that of directing the attention to intellectual 
pursuits, enlightening the judgment, and exciting a 
thirst for knowledge which led the youthful Frances to 
diligent and laborious application. By the time she 
was fourteen she had carefully studied many of the best 
authors in her father's library, of which she had the 
uncontrolled range. She began also to make extracts, 
keeping a catalogue raisonne of the books she read ; and 
some of her early remarks were such as would not have 
disgraced a maturer judgment. 

Thus passed, not idly nor unprofitably, nearly six 
years after the death of that mother who would have 
been her best instructress. Dr. Bumey then made 
another journey to Paris, for the purpose of conducting 
home his daughters, Esther and Susanna, whose al- 
lotted two years of education in that capital had expired. 
Their improvement had kept pace with their father's 
hopes and wishes, but he gave up his original plan of 
carrying Frances and Charlotte abroad on the return of 
their sisters : Susanna volunteered to instruct Fanny in 
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French ; and they were all 30 enchanted to meet again, 
tbat perhaps Dr. Burney's parental kindness withheld 
him from proposing a new separation. 

On the first return of the youthful travellers, Su- 
sannaj who was then scarcely fourteen, wrote a sort of 
comparison between her two elder sisters, which, as it 
happens to have been preserved, and may in some 
measure illustrate their early characters, we will give 
verbatim. 

" Hetty seems a good deal more lively than she 
used to appear at Paris ; whether it is thai her spirits 
are better, or that the great liveliness of the inhabitants 
made her apjjear grave there by comparison, I know 
not: but she was there remarkable for being sen'ewse, 
and is here for being gay and lively. She is a most 
sweet girl. My sister Fanny is unlike her in almost 
everj'thing, yet both are very amiable, and love each 
other as sincerely as ever sisters did. The charac- 
teristics of Hetty seem to be wit, generosity, and open- 
neBs of heart : — Fanny's, — sense, sensibility, and bash- 
fulness, and even a degree of prudery. Her under- 
standing is superior, but her diffidence gives her a bash- 
fulness before company with whom she is not intimate, 
which is a disadvantage to her. My eldest sister shines 
in conversation, because, though very modest, she is 
totally free from any mauvaue honte; were Fanny 
equally so, I am persuaded she would shine no less. I 
am afraid that my eldest sister is too communicative, 
and that my sister Fanny is too reserved. They are 
both charming girls — desjilles cotnme il y en a pea." 

Very soon after his return from Paris, an important 
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change took place in Dr. Burney' s domestic circle, by 
his forming a second matrimonial connexion, and brin^ 
ing home to bis family as their mother-in-law, Mrs. 
Stephen Allen, the widow of a Lynn merchant, and 
herself tbe parent of several children who had been 
friends and playmates of the young Barneys. Both 
families were pleased at this reunion ; a larger house 
was t^ken, in Queen-square, that they might all re- 
side under the same roof, — although this dwelling was 
afterwards exchanged for a house in St. M artin's- street ; 
and the new Mrs. Bumey, who was herself highly 
intellectual, entered with intelligent delight into the 
hterary circle which formed tbe solace and refresbmenfe 
of her husband. ' 

Among those friends who were accustomed to as- 
semble round their tea-table, or to enliven tbeir simple 
early supper, were, Sir Robebt and Lady Strange, — 
the former ao well known for his admirable engravings, 
and his lady for her strong sense and original humour; 
Da. Hawkebwohth, tbe worthy and learned Editor of 
Byron's and Cooke's First Voyages ; Gabbick, and 
his amiable wife, tbe friend of Hannah More ; Babri, 
the Painter, whose works still adorn the Adelpbi; Mb. 
Twining, the Translator of Aristotle; Mason, the Poet; 
Mb. Grkville and bis Lady, the latter celebrated a» 
the Authoress of the beautiful " Ode to Indifference ;" 
Db, Armstrong; Arthur Young, tbe Agriculturist, 
who had married a sister of Mrs. Burney's ; Jon n Hdt- 
TON, the Moravian ; the musical and clever La Trobb, 
and NoLLEKENS tbe Sculptor. To these might be 
added many others of equal or superior celebrity, who 
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formed part of Dr. Burney's society, as time and cir- 
cumstances brought them within his reach. 

But the companion and counsellor who was dearest 
to himself, and most loved and honoured hy his youth- 
ful group, was Mh. Crisp. This gentleman, several 
years older than Dr. Burney, had been to him a 
** Guide, Philosopher, and Friend" in early life ; they 
had then been separated in consequence of Mr. Crisp's 
residing on the continent during several years, but 
when they again met, their intimacy was renewed with 
a cordiality and delight that only ended with life. 

At this time Mr. Crisp had given up the world, in con- 
sequence of various losses, diminished fortune, and dis- 
appointed hopes ; and he had fixed his dweUing in an 
old-fashioned country-house, called Chesington Hall, 
not far from Kingston in Surrey, and within a few miles 
of Hampton. This mansion stood upon a large and 
nearly desolate common, and not a road or even a track 
Jed to it from Epsom, which was the nearest town. It 
was encircled hy ploughed fields, and one-half of the 
building was inhabited by a farmer; while, in the re- 
ilnaining portion dwelt the proprietor, Christopher Ha- 

Iton, Esq,, with whom Mr. Crisp had adopted some 
pic-nic plan, which enabled him to consider Chesington 
as bis decided residence. At the death of Mr, Hamil- 
ton, the house, which was then his only property, de« 
Tolved to his maiden sister, Mrs. Hamilton, who, with 
her niece, Miss Kitty Cooke, continued to receive Mr. 
Crisp as an inmate, and to admit other persons as occa- 
sional boarders. 

This independent metliod of visiting his friend, and of 
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obtaining country air and exercise for his children, ex- 
actly suited the views of Dr. Bumey, and they all in 
turn, or in groups, enjoyed the society of their Che- 
sington Daddy ^ as they familiarly called Mr. Crisp; 
while he was indulgent to all their youthful vagaries, 
and amused with observing their different characters. 

Among those who most frequently availed themselves 
of Mrs. Hamilton's arrangement, was Mrs. Gast, the 
sister of Mr. Crisp, who, whenever she quitted her house 
%,t Burford, in order to visit her brother, failed not to 
enhance the pleasure of the Chesington meetings by 
her good sense and kind nature, added to a considerable 
degree of cultivation. 

But whatever might offer itself of occupation or 
amusement, Fanny continued secretly, yet perseveringly, 
her own literary attempts. When in London, she used 
to write in a little play-room up two pair of stairs, 
which contained the toys of the younger children. At 
Lynn, to which place the Doctor's family paid annual 
visits, she would shut herself up in a summer-house 
which they called The Cabin, and there unburden her 
mind, by writing the tales and compositions with which 
her fancy abounded. 

To none but her sister Susanna was the secret of this 
authorship confided ; and even she could seldom hear 
or read these productions, for want of private opportu- 
nities by which she might avoid betraying them to 
others. 

Notwithstanding all these precautions, the vigUant 
eye of their mother-in-law was not long in discovering* 
Fanny's love of seclusion, her scraps of writing, and 
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other tokens of her favourite employment, which ex- 
cited no small alarm in her. 

Perhaps if she had desired to see the little manu- 
scripts she might have perceived in them traces of 
genius worth encouraging; but while her delicacy pre- 
vented such investigation, her good sense, acting upon 
general principles, led her to inveigh very frequently and 
seriously against the evil of a scribbling turn in young 
ladies — the loss of time, the waste of thought, in idle, 
crude inventions — and the (at that time) utter discredit 
of being known as a female writer of novels and ro- 
mances. 

Whatever conviction these strictures may have pro- 
duced, they at least so wrought upon Fanny's sense of 
duty and obedience, that she resolved to make an auto 
da fe of dMher manuscripts, and, if possible, to throw 
away her pen. Seizing, therefore, an opportunity when 
Dr. and Mrs. Burney were from home, she made over 
to a bonfire in a paved play-court, her whole stock of 
prose compositions, while her faithful Susanna stood by, 
weeping at the conflagration. Among the works thus 
immolated, was one tale of considerable length, the 
" History of Caroline Evelyn" the mother of Evelina. 

This sacrifice was made in the young authoress's fif- 
teenth year, and for some weeks she probably adhered 
to her resolution of composing no more works of fiction, 
and began, perhaps as a less objectionable employment, 
the Journal which she continued during so many years* 
But the perennial fountain could not be restrained; 
her imagination was haunted by the singular situations 
** to which Caroline Evelyn's infant daughter might be 
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exposed, from the unequal birth by which she hung sus- 
pended between the elegant connexions of her mother^ 
and the vulgar ones of her grandmother ; thus presenting 
contrasts and mixtures of society so unusual, yet, under 
the supposed circumstances, so natural, that irresistibly, 
and almost unconsciously, the whole story of ^ Evelina ; 
or, A Young Lady^s Entrance into the World,' was 
pent up in the inventor's memory, ere a paragraph was 
committed to paper. 

Writing was to her always more difficult than com- 
posing, because her time and her pen found ample em- 
ployment in transcribing for her father, who was occu- 
pied at every spare moment with preparations for his 
great work, " The General History of Music." 

In the summer of 1770, Fanny obtained several months 
of leisiire for her own studies and compositions, as Dr. 
Bumey then set out on a soUtary tour through France 
and Italy, for the purpose of collecting materials for his 
" History;'' but, on his return in the spring of I77l> she 
was employed as his principal amanuensis, in preparing 
the minutes of his tour for the press. All his daughters, 
however, shared in this service, copying his numerous 
manuscripts, tracing over and over again the same page 
when his nicety of judgment suggested fresh alterations; 
while their patient and affectionate assiduity brought its 
own reward, in the extension of knowledge and improve- 
ment of taste which accrued from such labours. 

Dr. Burney's *^ Italian Tour'^ was no sooner pub- 
lished, than he set out on another journey, for the same 
purpose of musical research, in Germany and the Low 
Countries. His family resided during his absence at 
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^^Btynn and at Chesington, where Faiiny gradually ar- 
^^^nged and connected tlie disjointed scraps and frag- 
ments in which " EveUna" had been originally written, 
whenever a quarter of art hour's leisure and solitude 
had allowed her thus to presence the creations of her 
fancy. She mentions, with great naivete, in her " Lynn 
Diary," that she never indulged herself with writing or 
reading except in the afternoon; always scrupulously 
devoting her time to needle-work till after dinner. 

BAsj however, the hours of repast were somewhat earlier 
^ those days than at present, this notable self-denial 
piay only have sent her to her favourite pursuits with 
fresh vigour. 

The arrival of her father from Germany turned her 

thoughts into another channel ; as a long and painful 

illness, which Dr. Burney owed to the fatigues and 

difficulties of a hurried journey, " called for the inces- 

^^jsant assiduity of his fondly- attached wife and daughters 

^^|p nurse him through it." Even then, when confined 

^^■phis bed by spasmodic rheumatism, he generally kept 

^^^me of his daughters seated near him, pen in hand, that, 

during the intervals of suffering, he might dictate the 

ideas which occurred to him for his musical work ; and 

perhaps the example of sucli literary perseverance was 

a stimulus that amply compensated for the hindrance it 

occasioned. 

After the Doctor's recovery, some years still elapsed 
before he was able to execute his plan ; and it was not 
till the year 1776 that he brought out the first volume 
of his " History of Music." During all this period of 
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literary occupation and anxiety, it is not surprising 
that his daughter^ gifted, though unconsciously, with 
equal powers, should, even in sympathy with her 
father^s feelings, be seized with a wish to see a work of 
her own abo in print ; though she was far from desiring 
the public suffirage which he coveted ; on the contrary, 
she fully intended always to remain unknown. 

She communicated this idea to her sisters, under 
promise of inviolable secrecy ; and, in furtherance of the 
project, she now transcribed the manuscript of '* Eve* 
Una," in an upright feigned hand ; for, as she was her 
father's amanuensis, she feared lest her common writing 
might accidentally be seen by some compositor em- 
ployed in printing the ^^ History of Music,'^ and so lead 
to detection. 

Growing weary, however, of this manual labour, after 
she had thus prepared the first and second volumes, 
she wrote a letter, without signature, oflFering the un- 
finished work to Mr. Dodsley, and promising to send 
the sequel in the following year. This letter was for- 
warded by the post, with a request that the answer 
might be directed to a coffee-house. 

Her younger brother, Charles, though without read- 
ing a word of the manuscript, accepted a share in the 
frolic, and imdertook to be her agent at the coflFee-house 
and with the bookseller. But Mr. Dodsley declined 
looking at anything anonymous ; and the young group, 
*^ after sitting in committee on this lofty reply," next 
fixed upon Mr. Lowndes, a bookseller in the city, — who 
desired to see the manuscript ; and shortly after it had 
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^Hkeen conveyed to him, signified in a letter to the un- 
Icnown author, that he could not publish an unfinished 
book, though he liked the work; but he should he 
ready to purchase and print it when it should be com- 
pleted. 

Disappointed at this stipulation, reasonable as it was, 
^^the inexperienced authoress was on the point of giving 
^^Bp her scheme altogether ; and yet, as she has herself 
^fPoserved, " to be thwarted on the score of our inclination, 
^■flrts more frequently as a spar than as a bridle i" so that, 
ere another year could pass away, she had almost in- 
voluntarily completed and transcribed her third volume. 
But, during the hesitation occasioned by the demand 
of Mr. Lowndes, another difficulty occurred, for she felt 
a conscientious scruple whether it would be right to 
allow herself such an amusement unknown to her 
father. She had never taken any important step with- 
out his sanction, and had now refrained from asking it 
through confusion at acknowledging her authorship and 
dread of his desiring to see her performance. However, in 
this, as in every instance during her life, she no sooner 
saw what was her dutj', than she honestly performed it- 
Seizing, therefore, an opportunity when her father was 
bidding her a kind farewell, preparatory to a Chesing- 
ton visit, she avowed to him, with many blushes, "her 
secret little work, and her odd inchnation to see it in 
print ;" adding, that her brother Charles would transact 
the affair with a bookseller at a distance, so that her 
name could never transpire, and only entreating that 
he would not himself ask to see the manuscript. " Hia 
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amazement was even surpassed by his amusement ; and 
his laugh was so gay, that, revived by its cheering sound, 
she lost all her fears and embarrassment, and heartily 
joined in it, though somewhat at the expense of heft 
new author-like dignity.*' 

Dr. Bumey thought her project as innocent as it was 
whimsical^ and kindly embracing her, enjoined her to 
be careful in guarding her own incognitay and then 
dropped the subject without even asking the name of 
her book. 

With heightened spirits she now forwarded the 
packet to Mr. Lowndes, who, in a few days, signified 
his approbation, and sent an oflFer of twenty pounds for 
the manuscript : — " An oflFer which was accepted with 
alacrity, and boundless surprise at its magnificence !'* 

In the ensuing January, 1778, " Evelina" was pub- 
lished ; a fact which only became known to its writer 
from her hearing the newspaper advertisement read ac- 
cidentally at breakfast-time, by her mother-in-law, Mrs. 
Burney. 

And here we gladly suspend this attempt at introdu- 
cing to thepubhc the Memoirs of Madame D'Arblay. 
From this period till her marriage, her Journal con- 
tains a minute and animated narrative of all that the 
reader can wish to know concerning her. He is en- 
treated to bear in mind that it was originally intended 
for no eye but her own, though she afterwards extended 
the privilege to her sisters, to Mr, Crisp, and to Mrs. 
Locke ; making, for these trusted friends, as she has 
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herself expressed it, ^* a window in her breast," yet 
disclosing, in the simplicity of her ingenuous confidence 
such undeviating uprightness of character, such unhack- 
neyed nobleness of feeling, that now, when she is re- 
moved far above the reach of embarrassment or pain 
from this publication, it cannot be derogatory to her be- 
loved memory to raake known her inmost thoughts, as 
far as she has left them recorded ; while it might be un- 
just to withhold the lessons conveyed incidentally, not 
only by traits of filial duty and generous self-denial in 
the historian herself, but by the picture she exhibits of 
domestic virtues in the most exalted rank, and of sound 
discretion, united with humble faith and pious resig- 
nation, under the most painful and trying circumstances^ 
— such as she witnessed and deeply venerated in her 
august Royal Mistress. 

To those personal friends of Madame D'Arblay whose 
aflFection for her maj'^ render them jealous of any appa- 
rent deviation from her intentions, it may be satisfac- 
tory to state, that in her latter years, when all her ju 
venile adventures seemed to her " as a tale that is told,^' 
and when she could dwell, sadly yet submissively, on 
recollections of deeper interest, she herself arranged 
these Journals and Papers with the most scrupulous 
care; affixing to them such explanations as would make 
them intelligible to her successors — avowing a hope that 
some instruction might be derived from them — and 
finally, in her last hours, consigning them to the editor, 
with full permission to publish whatever might be 
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jadged desirable for that purpose^ and with no negative 
injunction^ except one, which has been scrupulously 
obeyed, yiz : that whatever might be effaced or omitted, 
NOTHING should in anywise be altered or added to her 
records. 
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THE AUTHOR'S INTRODUCTION. 



HAVE some account of my thoughts, manners^ ac- 
Qtance^ and actions^ when the hour aniyes at which 

is more nimble than memory, is the reason which 
ces me to keep a Journal — a Journal in which, I must 
ess, my every thought must open my whole heart. 
at a thing of the kind ought to be addressed to some* 
r— I must imagine myself to be talking — talking to 
most intimate of friends — to one in whom I should 

delight in confiding, and feel remorse in conceal- 
t ! but who must this friend be ? To make choice 
ae in whom I can but half rely, would be to frus- 
i entirely the intention of my plan. The only one 
luld wholly, totally confide in, lives in the same 
le with me, and not only never haSy but never will, 
3 me one secret to tell her. To whom then must I 
cate my wonderful, surprising, and interesting ad- 
ores ? — to whom dare I reveal my private opinion of 
learest relations ? my secret thoughts of my dearest 
ids ? my own hopes, fears, reflections, and dislikes ? 
obody. 

o Nobody, then, will I write my Journal ! — since to 
tody can I be wholly unreserved, to Nobody can I 
al every thought, every wish of my heart, with the 

dL. I. B 
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most unlimited confidence^ the most miremitting sin* 
cerity, to the end of my life ! For what chance^ what 
accident, can end my connexions with Nobody ? No 
secret can I conceal from Nobody, and to Nobody can 
I be ever unreserved. Disagreement cannot stop our 
affection — time itself has no power to end our friend- 
ship. The love, the esteem I entertain for Nobody, 
Nobody's self has not power to destroy. From No- 
body I have nothing to fear. The secrets sacred to 
firiendship Nobody will not reveal ; when the affair is 
doubtful. Nobody will not look towards the side least 
favourable. 

[The above are the opening passages of Miss Burney's Diary, 
which she commenced at the age of fifteen years. They are given 
because they express in the writer's own words her design and 
objects in undertaking a task the results of which are now about to 
be laid before the world. 

That portion of the Diary which intervenes between the above* 
named period and the publication of "Evelina" (in 1778) it has 
been thought right to withhold, — at least for the present ; — for 
though it is, to the family and friends of the writer, quite as full of 
interest as the subsequent portions, the interest is of a more private 
and personal nature than that which attaches to the Journal after 
its writer became universally known, as the authoress of*' Evelina,'' 
« Cecilia," &c. 

Whether the more juvenile portions of the Journal see the light 
hereafter, or not, will in some measure depend on the temper in 
which the portions now offered may be received by the Public. In 
the mean time, it should be mentioned that after Miss Burney had 
for some years addressed her Journal as above (to " Nobody*) — 
when its topics began to assume a more general and public interest, 
she changed this rather embarrassing feature of her plan, and ad- 
dressed these records of her life and thoughts to her beloved sister^ 
Miss Susan Burney (afterwards Mrs. Phillips), and occasionally to 
her accomplished and venerated friend, Mr. Crisp, of Chesington, 
—to whom the packets were forwarded respectively, from time to 
time, as opportunities offered.] 
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AUTHOR OF "EVELINA." 



177s. 

'his year was ushered in by a grand and most 
important event ! At the latter end of January, the 
literary world was favoured with the first publica- 
tion of the ingenious, learned, and most profound Fanny 
Bumey ! I doubt not but this memorable affair will, 
in future times, mark the period whence chronologers 
will date the zenith of the polite arts in this island ! 

This admirable authoress has named her most elabo- 
rate performance, Evelina; or, a Young Lady's En- 
trarice into the World. 

Perhaps this may seem a rather bold attempt and 
title, for a female whose knowledge of the world is 
very confined, and whose inclinations, as well as si- 
tuation, incline her to a private and domestic life. 
All 1 can urge is, that I have only presumed to trace 
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the accidents and adventures to "which a ^^ young 
woman" is liable; I have not pretended to show the 
world what it actually is, but what it appears to a girl of 
seventeen : and so far as that, surely any girl who is 
past seventeen may safely do ? The motto of my ex- 
cuse shall be taken from Pope's *^ Temple of Fame : ** 

In every work, regard the writer's end ; 
None e*er can compass more than they intend. 

About the middle of January, my cousin Edward 
brought me a parcel, under the name of Grafton. I 
had, some little time before, acquainted both my 
aunts of my frolic. They will, I am sure, be discreet; 
indeed, I exacted a vow from them of strict secrecy; 
and they love me with such partial kindness, that I have 
a pleasure in reposing much confidence in them. 

I immediately conjectured what the parcel was, and 
found the following letter. 

To Mr. Grafton^ 

To be left at the Orange CofTee-hoase. 
Sir, 

I take the liberty to send you a novel, which a 

gentleman, your acquaintance, said you would hand to 

him. I beg with expedition, as ^tis time it should be 

published^ and ^tis requisite he should first revise it, or 

the reviewers may find a flaw. — I am, sir. 

Your obedient servant, 

Thomas Lowndbs. 

Fleet-street, Jan. 7, 1 778. 

My aunts, now, would take no denial to my reading it 
to iheniy in order to mark errata ; and — to cut the mat- 
ter short, I was compelled to communicate the affair 
to my cousin Edward, and then to obey their com- 
mands. 
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Of course, they were all prodigiously charmed with 
it. My cousin now became my agent, as deputy to 
Charles, with Mr. Lowndes, and when I had made the 
errata, carried it to him. 

The book, however, was not published till the latter 
end of .the month. A thousand little odd incidents 
happened about this time, but 1 am not in a humour to 
recollect them ; however, they were none of them pro- 
ductive of a discovery either to my father or mother. 

My little book, I am told, is now at all the circu- 
lating libraries, I have an exceeding odd sensation, 
when I consider that it is now in the power of any 
and every body to read what I so carefully hoarded 
even from my best friends, till this last month or 
two ; and that a work which was so lately lodged, in 
all privacy, in my bureau, may now be seen by every 
butcher and baker, cobbler and tinker, throughout 
the three kingdoms, for the small tribute of thre^ 
pence. 

My aunt Anne and Miss Humphries being settled at 
this time at Brompton, I was going thither with Susan to 
tea, when Charlotte acquainted me that they were then 
employed in reading " Evelina" to the invalid, my cou- 
sin Kicbard. My sister bad recommended it to Miss 
Humphries, and my aunts and Edward agreed that they 
would read it, but without mentioning anything of the 
author. 

This intelligence gave me the utmost uneasiness — I 
foresaw a thousand dangers of a discovery — I dreaded 
the indiscreet warmth of all my confidants. In truth, 
i was quite sick with apprehension, and was too un- 
comfortable to go to Brompton, and Susan carried my 

eiCUBCB. 

Upon her return, I was somewhat tranqni'iUed, for 
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she assured me that there was not the smallest sus- 
picion of the author, and that they had concluded it to 
be the work of a nian ! and Miss Humphries^ who read it 
aloud to Richard^ said several things in its commendar 
tion, and concluded them by exclaiming^ ^^ It's a thou* 
sand pities the author should lie concealed V^ 

Finding myself more safe than I had apprehended, 
I ventured to go to Brompton next day. In my way 
up-stairs, I heard Miss Humphries in the midst of Mr« 
Villars^ letter of consolation upon Sir John Belmont's 
rejection of his daughter ; and just as I entered the 
room, she cried out, ^^ How pretty that is !" 

How much in luck would she have thought herself 
had she known who heard her ! 

In a private confabulation which I had with my a\mt 
Anne, she told me a thousand things that had been 
said in its praise, and assured me they had not for 
a moment doubted that the work was a man's. 

Comforted and made easy by these assurances, I 
longed for the diversion of hearing their observation^ 
and therefore (though rather mal a propos) after I had 
been near two hours in the room, I told Miss Hum- 
phries that I was afraid I had interrupted her, and 
begged she would go on with what she was reading. 

*^ Why," cried she, taking up the book, " we have 
been prodigiously entertained ; '* and very readily she 
continued. 

I must own I suffered great difficulty in re- 
fndning from laughing upon several occasions, — and 
several times, when they praised what they read, I was 
upon the point of saying, *^ You are very good P* and 
so forth, and I could scarcely keep myself from making 
acknowledgments, and bowing my head involuntarily. 
However, I got off perfectly safe. . / 
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^B>. Monday. Susan and I went to tea at Brompton. 

^B£(Ve met Miss Humphries coming to town. She told 

^H|ts she had just finished " Evelina," and gave us to 

^^Biiderstand that she could not get away till she had 

^"- done it. We lieard afterwards from my aunt the most 

flattering praises ; and Richard could talk of nothing 

else. His encomiums gave me double pleasure, from 

being wholly unexpected : for I had prepared myself to 

hear that he held it extremely cheap. And I was yet 

more satisfied, because I was sure they were sincere, as 

he convinced me that he had not the most distant idea of 

suspicion, by finding great fault with " Evelina" herself, 

for her bashfuliiess with such a man as Lord Orville. 

I could have answered him that he ought to consider 
the original character of Evelina, — that she had been 
brought up in the strictest retirement ; that she knew 
nothing of the world, and only acted from the impulses 
of nature ; and that her timidity always prevented lier 
from daring to hope that Lord Orville was seriously at- 
tached to her. In short, I could have hid him read the 
preface again, where she is called "the offspring of 
Nature, and of Nature in her simplest attire." But I 
feared appearing too well acquainted with the book, and 
I rejoiced that an unprejudiced reader should make no 
weightier objection. 

It seems, to my utter amazement. Miss Humphries has 
guessed the author to be Anstey, who wrote the " Bath 
Guide !" How improbable and how extraordinary a 
supposition ! But they have both of them done it so 
much honour that, but for Richard's anger at Evelina's 
bashfulness, I never could believe they did not suspect 
me. I never went to Brompton without finding the 
third volume in Richard's hands ; he speaks of all tha 
racters as if they were his acquaintance, and praises 



10 



DIARV AND LETTfiSS 



diflerent parts perpetually : both he and Miss Hum- 
phries seem to have it by heart, for it is always & propas 
to whatever is the subject of discourse, and their whole 
conversation almost consists of quotations from it. 

As Richard's recovery seemed now confirmed, his 
Worcester friends grew impatient to see him, and he 
fixed upon Tuesday to leave town : to the great regret 
of us all, glad as we were that he was able to make the 
journey. Sunday, therefore, was settled for his making 
a last visit at our house, that he might again see my 
father, and try his own strength. 

I now grew very uneasy, lest Miss Humphries and 
Richard should speak of the book to my mother, and 
lest she should send for it to read, upon their recom- 
mendation ; for I could not bear to think of the danger 
I should run from ray own consciousness, and various 
other causes, if the hook were brought into the house. 
1 therefore went on Saturday morning to consult with 
my aunt at Brompton. She advised, nay, hesought me 
to tell them the real state of the case at once j but I 
could not endure to do that, and so, after much pondeiw 
ing, I at last determined to take my chance. 

Richard, in handing me some macaroons, chose to call 
them macaronies, and said, " Come, Miss Fanny, yoa 
must have some of these, — tliey are all Sir Clement, 
WiUouohby'3,—?A\ in the highest style,— and I am sure 
to be like him will recommend them to yau, for kii, must 
be a very favourite character with you ; a character in 
the_^rs? style, give me leave to assure you." 

Mahch 30. — I have just received a letter from my 
dear Charles, in which he informs me that he has sub- 
scribed to a circulating library at Reading, and then ha 
adds, " I am to have ' Evelina' to-day ; the man told 
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me it was spoken very highly of, and very much inquired 
after ; that, as yet, there has been no critique upon it ; 
but that it was thought one of the best publications we 
have had for a long time." 

As to a critique, it is with fear and fidgets I awcut 
it. Next Wednesday I expect to be in one of the re- 
views. — Oh Heavens! what should I do if I were 
known, for I have very little doubt I shall be horribly 
mauled. 

• « • • * 

I will copy the Monthly Review of my book; in the 
Critical I have not yet appeared. 

But hold — first in order comes the London Review for 
February, 1778, by W. Keniick. 

"Evelina. — The history of a young lady exposed to 
very critical situations. There is much more merit, as 
well respecting style as character and incident, than is 
usually to be met with in modern novels." 

From the Monthli/ Review for April, 1778. 

"Evelina; or, a Yoiing Lady's Entrance into tlie Worlds 
—This novelhas given us so much pleasure in the perusal, 
that we do not hesitate to pronounce it one of the most 
sprightly, entertaining, and agreeable productions of 
this kind that has of late fallen under our notice. A 
.great variety of natural incidents, some of the comic 
stamp, render the narrative extremely interesting. The 
characters, which are agreeablydiversified, are conceived 
and drawn with propriety, and supported with spirit. 
The whole is written with great ease and command of 
language. From this commendation we must, however, 
except the character of a son of Neptune, whose man- 
ners are rather those of a rough, uneducated country 
squire than those of a genuine sea-captain." 
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Chesington, 

June 18th. 

Here I am^ and here I have been this age ; though 
too weak to think of journalising; however^ as I never 
had so many curious anecdotes to record^ I will not — 
at least this year, the first of my appearing in public — 
give up my favourite old hobby-horse. 

I came hither the first week in May. My recovery 
from that time to this, has been slow and sure ; but as 
I could walk hardly three yards in a day at first, I found 
so much time to spare, that I could not resist treating 
myself with a little private sport with *^ Evelina,** a 
young lady whom I think I have some right to make free 
with. I had promised Hetty that she should read it 
to Mr. Crisp, at her own particular request ; but I 
wrote my excuses, and introduced it myself. 

I told him it was a book which Hetty had taken to 
Brompton, to divert my cousin Richard during his con- 
finement. He was so indifferent about it, that I 
thought he would not give himself the trouble to read 
it, and often embarrassed me by unlucky questions, 
such as, ** If it was reckoned clever ? '* and *^ What I 
thought of it?" and "Whether folks laughed at it?" 
I always evaded any direct or satisfactory answer; bi|t 
he was so totally free from any idea of suspicion^ tiuft 
my perplexity escaped his notice. 

At length, he desired me to begin reading to him* 
I dared not trust my voice with the little introdootoirv 
ode, for as that is no romance, but the sincere eflEiuiMB 
of my heart, I could as soon read aloud my own lettm, 
written in my own name and character: T therefore 
skipped it, and have so kept the book out of his 
sight, that, to this day, he knows not it is there. In* 
deed, I have, since, heartily repented that I read any 
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of the book to him, for I found it a much more awkward 
thing than I had expected : my voice quite faltered 
when I began it, which, however, I passed off for the 
effect of remaining weakness of lungs ; and, in short, 
from an invincible embarrassment, which I could not 
for a page together repress, the book, by my reading, 
lost all manner of spirit. 

Nevertheless, though he has by no means treated it 
with the pr^se so lavishly bestowed upon it from other 
quarters, I had the satisfaction to obsen^e that he was 
even greedily eager to go on with it; so that I flatter 
myself the story caught his attention : and, indeed, al- 
lowing for my mauling reading, he gave it quite as much 
^nfredit as I had any reason to expect. But, now that I 
^■pas sensible of my error in being my own mistress of 
^Bfeie ceremonies, I determined to leave to Hetty the third 
^^■olume, and therefore pretended I had not brought 
it. He was in a delightful ill humour about it, and I 
enjoyed his impatience far more than I should have done 
liis forbearance. Hetty, therefore, when she comes, 
has undertaken to bring it. 

* * * * 

I have had a \-isit from my beloved Susy, who, with 
my mother and little Sally,* spent a day here, to my no 
small satisfaction ; and yet I was put into an em- 
barrassment, of which I even yet know not what will be 
the end, during their short stay : for Mr. Crisp, before 
my mother, very innocently said to Susan, "O, pray 
Susette, do send me the third volume of 'Evehna;' 
Fanny brought me the two first on purpose, I believe, 
to tantalize me." 

I felt myself in a ferment; and Susan, too, looked 
foolish, and knew not what to answer. As I sat on 

• Dr. Burney's daughter by his second wife. 
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the same sofa with him^ I gave him a gentle shove^ as a 
token^ which he could not but understand^ that he had 
said something wrong — ^though I believe he could not 
imagine what. Indeed^ how should he ? 

My mother instantly darted forward^ and repeated 
*' JEwefina— what's that, pray ?'^ 

Again \ jolted Mr, Crisp, who, very much perplexed^ 
said, in a boggling manner, that it was a novel — he 
supposed from the circulating library — ^^ only a trum^ 
pery noveV* ^ 

Ah, my dear daddy ! thought I, you would have de- 
vised some other sort of speech, if you knew all ! — ^but 
he was really, as he well might be, quite at a loss for 
what I wanted him to say. 

** You have had it here, then, have you ?'' continued 
my mother. 

** Yes — ^two of the volumes,^^ said Mr. Crisp. 

^^What, had you them from the library P* asked my 
mother. 

** No, ma'am,^' answered I, horribly frightened, ^*from 
my sister." 

The truth is, the books are Susan's, who bought 
them the first day of publication ; but I did not dare 
own that, as it would have been almost an acknowledg* 
ment of all the rest. 

She asked some further questions, to which we made 
the same sort of answers, and then the matter dropped. 
Whether it rests upon her mind, or not, I cannot telL 

Susan and I were next forced to exert our wits for 
some excuse to Mr. Crisp^ for my checking him. 

Two days after, I received from Charlotte a letter 
the most interestuig that could be written to me, for it 
acquainted me that my dear father was, at length, read- 
ing my book, which has now been published six months. 

How this has come to pass^ I am yet in the dark ; 
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but, it seems, the very moment almost that my mo- 
ther and Susan and Sally left the house, he desired 
Charlotte to bring him the Monthly Review ; she 
contrived to look over his shoulder as he opened it, 
which he did at the account of "Eve/iiia ; or, a Young 
Lady's Entrance into the World." He read It with great 
earnestness, then put it down ; and presently after 
snatched it up, and read it again. Doubtless, lils pa- 
ternal heart felt some agitation for his girl, in reading a 
review of her pubhcation ! — how he got at the name, I 
cannot imagine. 

Soon after, he turned to Charlotte, and bidding her 
come close to him, he put his finger on the word " Eve- 
lina," and saying, she knew what it was, bade her write 
down the name, and send the man to Lowndes, as if 
for herself. This she did, and away went William. 

He then told Charlotte, that he had never known 
the name of it till the day before. Tis strange hoiv he 
got at it ! He added that I had come off vastly well in 
this review, except for tlie Captain, Charlotte told him 
it had also been in Kenrick's review, and he desired 
her to copy out for him what was said in both of them. 
He asked her, too, whether I had mentioned the work 
wasbya/arfyF 

When William returned, he took the books from 
him, and the moment he was gone, opened the first 
volume — and opened it upon the ode ! 

How great must have been his astonishment, at see- 
ing himself so addressed I Indeed, Charlotte says, he 
looked all amazement, read a line or two with great 
eagerness, and then, stopping short, he seemed quite 
affected, and the tears started into his eyes : dear soul ! 
I am sure they did into mine, nay, I even sobbed, as I 
lead the account.' 



16 . DIARY AND LETTERS [1778 

I believe he was obliged to go out before he ad- 
vanced much further. But the next day I had a letter 
from Susan, in which I heard that he had begun read- 
ing it with Lady Hales, and Miss Coussmaker^ and that 
they liked it vastly ! 

Lady Hales spoke of it very innocently^ in the 
highest terms, declaring she was sure it was written by 
somebody in high life^ and that it had all the marks of 
real genius ! She added^ ^* he must be a man of great 
abilities !*^ 

How ridiculous ! but Miss Coussmaker was a little 
nearer the truth, for she gave it as her opinion, that the 
writer was a woman, for she said there was such a remark- 
able delicacy in the conversations and descriptions, not- 
withstanding the grossness and vulgarity of some of the 
characters, and that all oaths and indeUcate words were 
so carefully, yet naturally avoided, that she could not but 
suspect the writer was a female ; but, she added, not- 
withstanding the preface declared that the writer never 
would be known, she hoped, if the book circulated as 
she expected it would, he or she would be tempted to 
make a discovery. 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! — that's my answer. They little think 
how, well they are already acquainted with the writer 
they so much honour ! Susan begged to have, then^ my 
father's real zxii, Jinal opinion; — and it is such as I 
almost blush to write, even for my own private reading ; 
but yet is such as I can by no means suffer to pass un- 
recorded, as my whole journal contains nothing so 
grateful to me. — I will copy his own words, according 
to Susan'^s solemn declaration of their authenticity. 

" Upon my word I think it the best novel I know, 
excepting Fielding's, and, in some respects, better than 
his! I have been excessively pleased with it; there 
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are, perhaps^ a few things that might have been other- 
wise. Mirvan's trick upon Lovel is, I think^ carried too 
far, — ^there is something even disgusting in it : however, 
this instance excepted, I protest I think it will scarce 
bear an improvement. The language is as good as any- 
body need write — I declare as good as I would wish to 
read. Lord Orville^s character is just what it should 
be; perfectly benevolent and upright; and there is a 
boldness in it that struck me mightily, for he is a man 
not ashamed of being better than the rest of mankind. 
Evelina is in a new style too, so perfectly innocent and 
natural ; and the scene between her and her father. Sir 
John Belmont, is a scene for a tragedy ! I blubbered 
at it, and Lady Hales and Miss Coussmaker are not yet 
recovered from hearing it ; it made them quite ill : it is, 
indeed, wrought up in a most extraordinary manner !" 

This account delighted me more than I can express. 
How little did I dream of ever being so much honoured ! 
But the approbation of all the world put together, 
would not bear any competition, in my estimation, with 
that of my beloved father. He told Susan that Lady 

H had bought her set ; and that he heard Lady 

Radnor had bought another. So *^ Evelina^^ is still 
travelling in the great world ! 

Soon after this communication, my sister Hetty came 
hither to spend a few days. Mr* Crisp almost im- 
mediately asked her for the third volume of " Evelina," 
but, as she had not time to stay to read it, she pre- 
tended that it was lent to Mrs. . While she was 

with us, though fortunately, when I was not present, 
he asked her if anybody had yet been named or sus- 
pected for the author ? '^ No !*' she said, ** but that it tool: 
vastly ;" and she praised it very freely ; and he assented 
to all she said. 

VOL. I. c 
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What will all this come to ? — where will it end ? and 
when, and how^ shall I wake from the vision of such 
splendid success ? for I hardly know how to belieye it 
real. 

Welly I cannot but rejoice that I pubUshed the book, 
little as I ever imagined how it would fare; for 
hitherto it has occasioned me no small diversion^ — and 
nothing of the disagreeable sort. But I often think a 
change tcill happen^ for I am by no means so sanguine 
as to suppose such success will be uninterrupted. In- 
deed^ in the m.dst of the greatest satisfaction that I feel^ 
an inward something which I cannot account for, pre- 
pares me to expect a reverse ; for the more the book is 
drawn into notice, the more exposed it becomes to criti- 
cism and remark. 



Miss F. Barney to Dr. Barney. 

Chesington, Friday, Jul/ 25, 1778. 

My dear and most kind Father, 

The request you have condescended to make me, 
I meant to anticipate in my last letter. How good you 
are to pave the way for my secrets being favourably 
received, by sparing your own time and breath to gain 
the book attention and partiality ! I can't express a 
third part of either the gratitude or pleasure I feel 
upon hearing from Susy, that you are reading it aloud 
to my mother ; because I well know nothing can give it 
so good a chance with her. 

Will you tell, or shall I write to my mother? I 
believe she will not be all surprise, for I fancy she is 
not totally without suspicion ; but pray be so kind as to 
tell her, that it was not want of confidence in Aer, but in 
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myself, that occasioned ray reserve and privacy. She 
knows how severe a critic I think her, and therefore I 
am sure cannot wonder I should dread a lash wliich I 
had no other hope of escaping from, but flight or dis- 
guise. Indeed, the thoughts of " hot rolls and butter 
in July" could not have a more indelicate effect on my 
Lord Ogleby, than those had upon me which followed 
the news of "Evelina's" visit to St. Martin's- street. 

However, Susan comforts me with assurances that 
things are in a pretty good way ; and therefore I am 
willing to flatter myself that, hearing who is the writer 
will rather serve to blunt than to sharpen the edge of 
criticism. I am sure it does with i/ok, or your patience 
and precious time could never wade through three 
volumes of that sort ; and I encourage myself, in regard 
to my mother, with the knowledge that no person's 
feelings will be sb likely to prove infectious to her as 
yours. She must not be angry if I. own I heartily 
hope she will not escape the contagion. 

My mother will the sooner pardon ray privacy, when 
she hears that even from yow I used every method in 
my power to keep my trash concealed, and that I even 
yet know not in what manner you got at the name of it. 
Indeed, 1 only proposed, like my friends the Miss 
Branghtotis, a little " private fun," and never once 
dreamt of extending my con6dence beyond my sisters. 

As to Mrs. Thrale, — your wish of telling her quite 
unmans me ; I shook so, when I read it, that, had any- 
body been present, I must have betrayed myself; and, 
indeed, many of my late letters have given me such ex- 
treme surprise, and perturbation, that I belieye nothing 
could have saved me from Mr. Crisp's discernment, 
had he seen me during my first reading. However, he 

s not an idea of the kind. 
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But, if you do tell Mrs. Thrale, won't she think 
it strange where I can have kept company^ to describe 
sach a &mily as the Branghtons^ Mn Brown^ and some 
otiiers? Indeed^ (thank Heaven !) I don't myself re- 
collect ever passing half-an-hour at a time with any 
one person quite so bad ; so that, I am afiraid she will 
conclude I must have an innate vulgarity of ideaai» to 
assist me with such coarse colouring for the objects of 
my imagination. Not that I suppose the book would be 
better received by her, for having characters very pretty^ 
and all alike. My only fear, in regard to that partdcu- 
lar, is for poor Miss Bayes ! — If I were able to ** in- 
sinuate the plot into the boxes,'' I should build my de- 
fence upon Swiff s maxim, that ^^ a nice man is a man 
of nasty ideas.'' I should certainly have been mora 
finical, had I foreseen what has happened, or had the 
most remote notion of being known by Mrs. Thrale for 
the scribe. However, ^tis periiaps as well as it is ; for 
these kind of compositions lose all their spirit if they 
are too scrupulously corrected : besides, if I had been 
very nice, I must have cleared away so much, that, 
like poor Mr. Twiss after his friends had been so 
obliging as to give his book a scourge, nothing but 
hum- drum matter of fact would be left. 

Adieu, my dearest sir. Pray give my duty to my 
mother, and pray let her know, after the great gun is 
gone off, that I shall anxiously wait to hear her opinion : 
and believe me ever and ever 

Your dutiful and most affectionate, 

Francesca Scriblerus. 
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Journal resumed. 

July 25. — Mrs« Cholmondeley has been reading 
and praising ^^ Evelina/^ and my father is quite de- 
lighted at her approbation^ and told Susan that I 
could not have had a greater compliment than making 
two such women my friends as Mrs. Thrale and Mrs. 
Cholmondeley, for they were severe and knowing, and 
afiraid of praising ci tort et a travers^ as their opinions are 
liable to be quoted. 

Mrs. Thrale said she had only to complaim it was 
too short. She recommended it to my mother to 
read! — ^how droU! — and she told her she would be 
much entertained with it, for there was a great deal of 
human life in it, and of the ^manners of the present 
times, and added that it was written *^ by somebody 
who knows the top and the bottom, the highest and 
tiie lowest of mankind.^* She has even lent her set to 
my mother, who brought it home with her ! 

By the way, I have again resumed my correspond- 
ence with my friend Mr. Lowndes; When I sent the 
errata I desired to have a set, directed to Mr. Grafton, 
at the Orange CoiFee-house ; for I had no copy but 
the one he sent me to make the en'ata from, which was 
incomplete and unbound. However, I heard nothing 
at all from him ; and therefore, after some considera- 
tion, and much demur, I determined to make an attempt 
once more ; for my father told me it was a shame that 
I, the author, should not have even one set of my owm 
work ; I ought, he said, to have had six : and indeed, 
he is often quite enraged that Lowndes gave no more 
for the MS. — but I was satisfied, — and that sufficed. 

I therefore wrote him word, that I supposed, in the 
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hurry of his business, and variety of his concerns, he 
had forgotten my request, which I now repeated. I 
also added, that if ever the book went through another 
edition, I should be glad to have timely notice, as I had 
some corrections and alterations to propose. 

I received an immediate answer, and intelligence 
from my sisters, that he had sent a set of ^^ Evelina'^ most 
elegandy bound. The answer I will copy. 

Fleet-street, July 2, 177a 

Sir, — I boimd up a set for you the first day I had 
them> and hoped by some means to hear from yoiu 
The Great World send here to buy " Evelina." A polite 
lady said. Do, Mr. Lowndes, give me *^ Evelina," I am 
treated as imfashionable for not having read it. I 
think the impression will be sold by Christmas. If 
meantime, or about that time, you favour me with any 
commands, I shall be proud to observe them. 

Your obliged servant, 

J. Lowndes. 

To Mr. Grafton; 



Miss jF. Burney to Miss 5. Burney, 

Chesington, July 5, 1778. 

My dearest Susy, 

Don't you think there must be some wager de- 
pending among the littie curled imps who hover over us 
mortals, of how much flummery goes to turn the head 
of an authoress ? Your last communication very near 
did my business; for, meeting Mr. Crisp ere I had 
composed myself, I " tipt him such a touch of the 
heroics" as he has not seen since the time when I was 
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80 much celebrated for dancing " Nancy Dawson,*' I 
absolutely longed to treat him with one of Captain 
Mirvan's frolics, and to fling his wig out of the window. 
I restrained myself, however, from the apprehension 
that they would imagine I had a universal spite to that 
harmless piece of goods, which I have already been 
known to treat with no little indignity. He would fain 
have discovered the reason of my skittishness ; but as 
I could not tell it him, I was obliged to assure him 
it would be lost time to inquire further into my flights, 
since " true no meaning puzzles more than wit/' and 
therefore, begging the favour of him to *^ set me down 
an GS5,'' I suddenly retreated. 

My dear, dear Dr. Johnson ! what a charming man 
you are ! Mrs. Cholmondeley, too, I am not merely 
prepared but determined to admire ; for really she has 
shown so much penetration and sound sense of late, 
that I think she will bring about a union between Wit 
and Judgment, though their separation has been so 
long, and though their meetings have been so few. 

But, Mrs. Thrale ! she — she is the goddess of my 
idolatry ! — ^What an e/oge is hers ! — an eloge that not 
only delights at first, but proves more and more flat- 
tering every time it is considered ! 

I often think, when I am counting my laurels, what 
a pity it would have been had I popped off" in my last 
illness, without knowing what a person of consequence 
I was ! — and I sometimes think that, were I now to 
have a relapse, I could never go off" with so much 
eclat ! I am now at the summit of a high hill ; my 
prospects on one side are bright, glowing, and in- 
vitingly beautiful ; but when I turn rpund, I perceive, 
on the other side, sundry caverns, gulphs, pits, and 
precipices, that, to look at, make my head giddy and 
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my heart sick. I see about me, indeed, many hills of 
far greater height and subUmity ; but I have not the 
strength to attempt cUmbing them ; if I move^ it must 
be downwards* I have already, I fear, reached the 
pinnacle of my abilities, and therefore to stand still will 
be my best poUcy. 

But there is nothing under heaven so di£Scult to do. 
Creatures who are formed for motion must move, bow«* 
ever great their inducements to forbear. The wisest 
course I could take, would be to bid an eternal adieu to 
writing ; then woiild the cry be, " 'Tis pity she does 
not go on ! — she might do something better by-and- 
by,^^ &c. &c. Evelina, as a first and a youthful pub- 
lication, has been received with the utmost favour and 
lenity; but would a future attempt be treated with 
the same mercy? — no, my dear Susy, quite the con- 
trary ; there would not, indeed, be the same plea to 
save it ; it would no longer be a young lady's Jirst 
appearance in public; those who have met with less 
indulgence would all peck at any second work; and 
even those who most encouraged the first offspring, 
might prove enemies to the second, by receiving it with 
expectations which it could not answer : and so, be- 
tween either the friends or the foes of the eldest, the 
second would stand an equally bad chance, and a million 
of flaws which were overlooked in the former, would be 
ridiculed as villainous and intolerable blunders in the 
latter. 

But, though my eyes ache as I strain them to look 
forward, the temptations before me are almost irre- 
sistible; and what you have transcribed from Mrs. 
Thrale may, perhaps, prove my destruction. 

So you wish to have some of the sayings of the folks 
here about the book ? I am sure I owe you all the 
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communicatioiis I can possibly give you ; but I have 
nothing new to offer, for the same str^dn prevails here as 
in town ; and no one will be so obliging to me as to put 
in a little abuse : so that I fear you will be satiated with 
the sameness of people^s remarks. Yet, what can I 
do ? If they will be so disagreeable and tiresome as to 
be all of one mind, how is it to be helped P I can only 
advise you to follow my example, which is, to accom- 
modate my philosophy to their insipidity ; and in this 
I have so wonderfully succeeded, that I hear their com- 
mendations not merely with patience, but even with a 
degree of pleasure ! Such, my dear Susy, is the effect 
of true philosophy. 

You desire Kitty Cooke's remarks in particular. I 
have none to give you, for none can I get. To the serious 
part she indeed listens, and seems to think it may 
possibly be very fine ; but she is quite lost when the 
Branghtons and Madame Diival are mentioned ; — she 
hears their speeches very composedly, and as words of 
course; but when she hears them followed by loud 
binrsts of laughter from Hetty, Mr. Crisp, Mrs. Gast, 
and Mr. Burney, she stares with the gravest amaze- 
ment, and looks so aghast, and so distressed to know 
where the joke can be, that I never dare trust myself to 
look at her for more than an instant. Were she to 
speak her thoughts, I am sure she would ask why such 
common things, that pass every day, should be printed ? 
And all the derision with which the party in general 
treat the Branghtons, I can see she feels herself, with 
a plentiful addition of astonishment, for the author ! 

By the way, not a human being here has the most 
remote suspicion of the fact; I could not be more 
secure, were I literally unknown to them. And there 
is no end to the ridiculous speeches perpetually made 
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to me^ by all of them in turn, though quite by 
accident. 

^'A^n't you sorry this sweet book is done?'* said 
Mrs. Gast. 

A silly little laugh was the answer. 

^' Ah !'* said Patty, " 'tis the sweetest book !— don't 
you think so. Miss Burney V^ 

N.B. Answer as above. 

*^ Pray, Miss Fan," says Mrs. Hamilton, " who wrote 
it?'' 

"Really I never heard." 

'Cute enough that. Miss Sukey ! 

I desired Hetty to miss the verses ; for I can't sit 
them : and I have been obliged to hide the first volume 
ever since, for fear of a discovery. But I don't know 
how it will end; for Mrs. Gast has declared she shall buy 
it, to take to Burford with her. 



From the Same to the Same. 

Chesington, Sunday, July 6, 1778. 

Your letter, my dearest Susan, and the inclosed 
one from Lowndes, have flung me into such a vehement 
perturbation, that I hardly can tell whether I wake or 
dream, and it is even with difficulty that I can fetch 
my breath. I have been strolling round the garden 
three or four times, in hopes of regaining a little quiet- 
ness. However, I am not very angry at my inward dis- 
turbance, though it even exceeds what I experienced 
from the Monthly Review. 

My dear Susy, what a wonderful affair has this been, 
and how extraordinary is this torrent of success, which 
sweeps down all before it ! I often think it too much, 
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nay, almost wish it would happen to some other person^ 
who had more ambition^ whose hopes were more san- 
guine, and who could less have borne to be buried in 
the oblivion which I even sought. But though it might 
have been better bestowed, it could by no one be more 
gratefully received. 

Indeed I can't help being grave upon the subject ; 
for a success so really unexpected almost overpowers 
me. I wonder at myself that my spirits are not more 
elated. I believe half the flattery I have had would 
have made me madly merry; but all serves only to 
almost depress me by the fullness of heart it occasions. 

^^k ^^* ^^ ^^* 

I have been serving Daddy Crisp a pretty trick this 
morning. How he would rail if he found it all out ! I had 
a fancy to dive pretty deeply into the real rank in which 
he held my book; so I told him that your last letter ac- 
quainted me who was reported to be the author of " Eve- 
lina.^^ I added that it was a profound secret, and he must 
by no means mention it to a human being. He bid me 
tell him directly, according to his usual style of com- 
mand — ^but I insisted upon his guessing. 

^^ I can't guess,'^ said he ; " may be it is you r 

Oddso ! thought I, what do you mean by that ? 

^^ Pooh, nonsense !^^ cried I, " what should make you 
think of me ?^' 

*^ Why, you look guilty,'^ answered he. 

This was a horrible home stroke. Deuce take my 
looks ! thought I — I shall owe them a grudge for this ! 
however I found it was a mere random shot, and, with- 
out much difficulty, I laughed it to scorn. 

And who do you think he guessed next ? — My fa- 
ther I — there's for you 1 — and several questions he asked 
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xne^ whether he had lately been shut up much — and so 
on. And this was not all — for he afterwards guessed 
Mrs. Thrale and Mrs. Greville. 

There's honour and glory for you ! — I assure you I 
grinned prodigiously. 

He then would guess no more. So I served him an- 
other trick for his laziness. I read a paragraph in your 
last letter^ (which, perhaps, you may not perfectly re- 
member,) in which you say the private report is, that the 
author is a son of the late Dr. Friend^ my likeness. 

Now this son is a darling of my daddy's, who reckons 
him the most sensible and intelligent young man of his 
acquaintance ; so I trembled a few, for I thought, ten 
to one but heM say — ^^*He ? — not he — I promise you !" 
—but no such thing — his immediate answer was — 
^' Well, he's very capable of that or anything else/' 

I grinned broader than before. 

And here the matter rests. I shan't undeceive him, 
at least till he has finished the book. 



Journal resumed. 

July 20. — I have had a letter from my beloved fa- 
ther — the kindest, sweetest letter in the world! He 
tells me too, that he found Mrs. Thrale full of Majbi's 
jokes, the Captain's brutality, Squire Smith's gentility. 
Sir Clements' audaciousness, the Branghton's vulgarity, 
and Mother Selwyn's sharp knife, &c. &c. He then 
says, that he wishes to tell Lady Hales, though she 
cannot be made more fond of the book by a personal 
partiality for the author. He concludes with — -" I never 
heard of a novel writer's statue — yet, who knows ? — 
but above all things take care of your head ; if that 
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should be at all turned out of its place by all this 
intoxicating success, what a figure would you cut upon 
a pedestal — preiiez y bten garde .'" 

Well may he caution me ! — but, aa I have told him 
in answer, if I were to make so ungrateful, so sinful a 
return for the favours of fortune, as to be ridiculously 
vain, I should think all this success, charming as it is, 
bought much too dear. 

I have also had a letter from Susanne. She informs 
me that my father, when he took the books back to Strcat- 
ham,actually acquainted Mrs. Thrale with my secret. He 
took an opportunity, when they were alone together, of 
saying that upon her recommendation, he had himself, 
as well as my mother, been reading " Evelina." 

" Well !" cried she, " and is it not a very pretty 
book ? and a very clever book ? and a very comical 
boot 2" 

" Why," answered he, " 'tis well enough ; but I have 
something to tell you about it." 

"Well? what?" cried she^; "has Mrs. Cholmon- 
deley found out the author 1" 

" No," returned he, " not that I know of ; but I be- 
lieve / have, though but very lately." 

" Well, pray let's hear !" cried she, eagerly, " I want 

to know him of all things." 

L How my father must laugh at the htm ! — ^He then, 

Bnwever, undeceived her in regard to that particular, by 

rtdHng her it was " our Fanny ! " for she knows all 

about all our family, as my father talks to her of his 

domestic concerns without any reserve. 

A hundred handsome things, of course, followed ; 
and she afterwards read some of the comic parts to 
Dr. Johnson, Mr. Thrale, and whoever came near her. 
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How I should have quivered had I been there i but 
they teU me that Dr. Johnson laughed as heartily as my 
father himself did. 

Nothing can be more ridiculous than the scenes in 
which I am almost perpetually engaged. Mr. Crisp, 
who is totally without suspicion, says, almost daily, 
something that has double the meaning he intends to 
convey; for, as 1 am often writing, either letters, 
Italian, or some of my own vagaries, he commonly calls 
me the scribe, and the authoress ; asks when I shall 
print ; says he will have all my works on royal paper, 
&c. ; and the other day, Mrs. Gast, who frequently 
lectures me about studying too hard, and injuring my 
health, said — 

" Pray, Miss Bumey, now you write so much, when 
do you intend to publish ?" 

" PubUsh?" cried Mr. Crisp, " why she has publish- 
ed ; she brought out a book the other day that has 
made a great noise — ' Evelina/ — and she bribed the re- 
viewers to speak well of it, and set it a going.^^ 

I was almost ready to run out of the room; but, 
though the hit was so palpable in regard to the book, 
what he said of the reviewers was so much the con- 
trary, that it checked my alarm : indeed, had he the 
most remote idea of the truth, he would be the last 
man to have hinted at it before a roomful of people. 

*^ Oh !" cried I, as composedly as I could, ^Hhat is but 
a small part of my authorship — I shall give you a list 
of my folios soon." 

They had all some jocularity upon the occasion, but 
I found 1 was perfectly safe ; indeed my best security 
is, that my daddy concludes the author to be a man^ 
and all the rest follow as he leads. 
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Mr. Bumey, yesterday, after dinner, said — " Gentle* 
men and ladies, PU propose a toast :'' then filling his 
glass, he drank to *^ The author of * Evelina' !" 

Had they known the author was present, they could 
not have more civilly accepted the toast ; it was a bold 
kind of drollery in Mr. Bumey, for I was fain to drink 
my own health in a bumper, which he filled for me, 
laughing heartily himself. 

August 3. — I have an immensity to write. Susan 
has copied me a letter which Mrs. Thrale has written 
to my father, upon the occasion of returning my 
mother two novels by Madame Riccoboni. It is so ho- 
nourable to me, and so sweet in her, that I must copy 
it for my faithful journal. 

Streatham, July 22. 

^' Dear Sir, 

I forgot to give you the novels in your carriage, 
which I now send. ** Evelina" certainly excels them far 
enough, both in probability of story, elegance of senti- 
ment, and general power over the mind, whether exerted 
in humour or pathos ; add to this, that Riccoboni is a 
veteran author, and all she ever can be ; but I cannot 
tell what might not be expected from " Evelina, " were 
she to try her genius at comedy. 

So far had I written of my letter, when Mr. Johnson 
returned home, full of the praises of the book I had lent 
him, and protesting there were passages in it which 
might do honour to Richardson. We talk of it for ever, 
and he feels ardent after the denouement ; he ^^ could not 
get rid of the rogue,^' he said. I lent him the second vo- 
lume, and he is now busy with the other. 

You must be more a philosopher, and less a father, 
than I wish youi not^to be pleased with this letter ; and 
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the giving such pleasure yields to nothing but receiving 
k. Long, my dear sir, may you live to enjoy the just 
praises of your children ! and long may they live to de-» 
serve and delight such a parent ! These are things that 
you would say in verse ; but poetry implies fiction^ and 
all this is naked truth. 

My compliments to Mrs. Bumey, and kindest wishes 
to all your flock, &c." 

How sweet, how amiable in this charming woman is 
her desire of making my dear father satisfied with his 
scribbler's attempt ! I do, indeed, feel the most grateful 
love for her. 

But Dr. Johnson's approbation ! — ^it almost crazed me 
with agreeable surprise — it gave me such a flight of 
spirits, that I danced a jigg to Mr. Crisp, without any pre- 
paration, music, or explanation ; — to his no small amaze- 
ment and diversion. I left him, however, to make his 
own comments upon my friskiness, without affording 
him the smallest assistance. 

Susan also writes me word, that when my father went 
last to Streatham, Dr. Johnson was not there, but Mrs* 
Thrale told him, that when he gave her the first volume 
of " Evelina,'^ which she had lent him, he said, ^^ Why, 
madam, why, what a charming book you lent me !" and 
eagerly inquired for the rest. He was particularly 
pleased with the Snow-hill scenes, and said that Mr. 
Smith's vulgar gentility was admirably portrayed ; and 
when Sir Clement joins them, he said there was a shade 
of character prodigiously well marked. Well may it be 
said, that the greatest minds are ever the most candid 
to the inferior set ! I think I should love Dr. Johnson 
for such lenity to a poor mere worm in literature, even 
if I were not myself the identical grub he has obliged. 
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Susan has sent me a little note which has really been 
less pleasant to me^ because it has alarmed me for my 
future concealment. It is from Mrs. Williams^ an 
exceeding pretty poetess, who has the misfortune to 
be blind^ but who has, to make some amends, the 
honour of residing in the house of Dr. Johnson: fwr 
tiiough he lives almost wholly at Streatham, he always 
keeps his apartments in town, and this lady acts as mis* 
tress of his house. 

" July 25. 

** Mrs. Williams sends compliments to Dr. Bur- 
ney, and begs he will intercede with Miss Bumey to do 
her the favour to lend her the reading of * Evelina.'" 

I was quite confounded at this request, which proves 
that Mrs. Thrale has told Dr. Johnson of my secret, 
and that he has told Mrs. Williams, and that she has 
told the person, whoever it be, whom she got to write 
the note ! 

I instantly scrawled a hasty letter to town, to entreat 
my father would be so good as to write to her, to ac- 
quaint her with my earnest and unaffected desire to 
remain unknown. 

And yet, though I am frightened at this affair, I am 
by no means insensible to the honour which I receive 
from the certainty that Dr. Johnson must have 
spoken very well of the book, to have induced Mrs. 
Williams to send to our house for it. She has known 
my father indeed for some years, but not with any 
intimacy ; and I never saw her, though the perusal of 
her poems has often made me wish to be acquainted 
with her. 

I now come to last Saturday evening, when my be- 
loved father came to Chesington, in fall health, charm- 

VOL. I. D 



34 DIARY AND LETTERS [1778 

ing spirits^ and all kindness^ openness^ and entertain- 
ment. 

I inquired what he had done about Mrs. Williams ? 
He told me he went to her himself at my desire^ for if he 
had written she could not herself have read the note. She 
apologised very much for the Uberty she had taken, and 
spoke highly of the book, though she had only heard 
the first volume, as she was dependant upon a lady^s 
goodnature and time for hearing any part of it; but she 
went so far as to say that ^^ his daughter was certainly 
the first writer, in that way, now Uving V^ 

In his way hither he had stopped at Streatham, and 
he settled with Mrs. Thrale that he would call on her 
again in his way to town, and carry me with him ! and 
Mrs. Thrale said, ** We all long to know her." 

I have been in a kind of twitter ever since, for there 
seems something very formidable in the idea of appearing 
as an authoress ! I ever dreaded it, as it is a title which 
must raise more expectations than I have any chance of 
answering. Yet I am highly flattered by her invitation, 
and highly delighted in the prospect of being introduced 
to the Streatham society. 

She sent me some very serious advice to write for the 
theatre, as, she says, I so naturally run into conversa- 
tions, that ^' Evelina" absolutely and plainly points out 
that path to me ; and she hinted how much she should 
be pleased to be " honoured with my confidence." 

My dear father communicated this intelligence, an^ a 
great deal more, with a pleasure that almost surpassed 
that with which I heard it, and he seems quite eager for 
me to make another attempt. He desired to take upon 
himself the communication to my daddy Crisp, and as it 
is now in so many hands that it is possible accident 
might discover it to him, I readily consented. 
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Sunday evening, as I was going into my father's room," 
I heard him say, "The variety of characters — the 
variety of scenes — and the language — ^why she has had 
very little education but what she has given herself, — 
less than any of the others !'' and Mr. Crisp exclaimed, 
" Wonderful ! — ^it's wonderful !" 

I now found what was going forward, and therefore 
deemed it most fitting to decamp. 

About an hour after, as I was passing through the hall, 
I met my daddy (Crisp). His face was all animation and 
archness ; he doubled his fist at me, and would have 
stopped me, but I ran past him into the parlour. 

Before supper, however, I again met him, and he 
would not suffer me to escape; he caught both my 
hands, and looked as if he would have looked me 
through, and then exclaimed, ^^ Why you little hussy, 
— ^you young devil ! — an't you ashamed to look me in 
th6 face, you Evelina^ you ! Why, what a dance have 
you led me about it ! Young friend, indeed ! O you 
little hussy, what tricks have you served me I" 

I was obliged to allow of his running on with these 
gentle appellations for I know not how long, ere he could 
sufficiently compose himself after his great surprise, to 
ask or hear any particulars ; and then, he broke out 
every three instants with exclamations of astonishment 
at how I had found time to write so much unsuspected, 
and how and where I had picked up such various mate- 
rials ; and not a few times did he, with me, as he had 
with my father, exclaim, " Wonderful P' 

He has, since, made me read him all my letters upon 
this subject. He said Lowndes would have made an 
estate had he given me 1000/. for it, and that he ought 
not to have given less ! " You have nothing to do 
now/* continued he, '^ but to take your pen in hand, for 

d2 
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your fame and reputation are made^ and any bookseller 
will snap at what you write/^ 

I then told him that I could not but really and un- 
affectedly regret that the affair was spread to Mrs. 
Williams and her firiends. 

*^ Pho/' said he, " if those who are proper judges 
think it right that it should be known^ why should you 
trouble yourself about it ? You have not spread it^ 
there can be no imputation of vanity fjEtU to your share, 
and it cannot come out more to your honour than 
through such a channel as Mrs. Thrale." 

London, August. — I have now to write an account 
of the most consequential day I have spent since my 
birth : namely, my Streatham visit. 

Our journey to Streatham was the least pleasant part 
of the day, for the roads were dreadfully dusty, and I 
was really in the fidgets from thinking what my recep- 
tion might be, and from fearing they would expect a less 
awkward and backward kind of person than I was sure 
they would find. 

Mr. Thrale's house is white, and very pleasantly 
situated, in a fine paddock. Mrs. Thrale was strolling 
about, and came to us as we got out of the chaise. 

" Ah/^ cried she, '^ I hear Dr. Burney's voice ! and 
you have brought your daughter ? — well, now you are 
good !*^ 

She then received me, taking both my hands, and with 
mixed politeness and cordiality welcoming me to Streat- 
ham. She led me into the house, and addressed herself 
almost wholly for a few minutes to my father, as if to 
give me an assurance she did not mean to regard me as 
a show, or to distress or frighten me by drawing me out. 
Afterwards she took me up stairs, and shewed me the 
house, and said she had very much wished to see me at 
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Streatham, and should always think herself much 
obliged to Dr. Bumey for his goodness in bringing me, 
wbich she looked upon as a very great favour. 

But though we were some time together, and though 
she was so very civil, she did not hint at my book, and I 
love her much more than ever for her delicacy in avoid- 
ing a subject which she could not but see would have 
greatly embarrassed me. 

When we returned to the music-room, we found Miss 
Thrale was with ray father. Miss Thrale is a very fine 
girl, about fourteen years of age, but cold andreserved, 
though full of knowledge and intelhgence. 

Soon after, Mrs. Thrale took me to the Ubrary ; she 
talked a little while upon common topics, and then, 
at last, she mentioned " Evehna." 

"Yesterday at supper," said she, "we talked it all 
over, and discussed aU your characters ; but Dr. John- 
son's faTourite is Mr. Smith. He declares the fine 
gentleman manqui was never better drawn: and he 
acted him all the evening, saying he was ' all for the 
ladies !' He repeated whole scenes by heart. I declare 
I was astonished at him. O you can't imagine how 
much he is pleased with the book ; he ' could not get 
lid of the rogue,' he told me. But was it not droll," 
Baid she, " that I should recommend it to Dr. Bumey ? 
and tease him, so innocently, to read it ?" 

I now prevailed upon Mrs. Thrale to let me amuse 
myself, and she went to dress. I then prowled about 
to choose some book, and I saw, upon the reading- 
table, "Evehna." — I had just fixed upon a new 
translation of Cicero's L^lius, when tlie library-door 
was opened, and Mr. Seward entered, I instantly 
put away joj book, because I dreaded being thought 
-studious and affected. He offered liis service to find 
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anything for me^ and then^ in the same breathy ran on 
to speak of the book with which I had. myself 
** favoured the world !** 

The exact words he began with I cannot recollect^ 
for I was actually confounded by the attack ; and his 
abrupt manner of letting me know he was au fait 
equally astonished and provoked me. How different 
from the delicacy of Mr. and Mrs. Thrale I 

When we were summoned to dinner, Mrs. Thrale 
made mv father and me sit on each side of her. I 
said that I hoped I did not take Dr. Johnson's place ; 
— for he had not yet appeared. 

" No," answered Mrs. Thrale, *^ he will sit by you, 
which I am sure will give him great pleasure." 

Soon after we were seated, this great man entered. 
I have so true a veneration for him, that the very 
sight of him inspires me with delight and reverence, 
notwithstanding the cruel infirmities to which he is 
subject ; for he has almost perpetual convulsive move- 
ments, either of his hands, Ups, feet, or knees, and some- 
times of all together. 

Mrs. Thrale introduced me to him, and he took his 
place. We had a noble dinner, and a most elegant 
dessert. Dr. Johnson, in the middle of dinner, asked 
Mrs. Thrale what was in some little pies that were near 
him. 

** Mutton,^' answered she, " so I don't ask you to eat 
any, because I know you despise it." 

"No, madam, no," cried he; "I despise nothing 
that is good of its sort ; but I am too proud now to eat 
of it. Sitting by Miss Bumey makes me very proud 
to-day!" 

'^Miss Burney," said Mrs. Thrale, laughing, "you 
t take great care of your heart if Dr. Johnson 
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attacks it ; for I assure you he is not often success- 
less/^ 

*^ What's that you say, madam ?^^ cried he; ^^are 
you making mischief between the young lady and me 
already V^ 

A little while after he drank Miss Thrale's health and 
mine, and then added : 

"'Tis a terrible thing that we cannot wish young 
ladies well, without wishing them to become old wo- 
men I" 

" But some people/' said Mr. Seward, " are old and 
young at the same time, for they wear so well that they 
never look old/' 

** No, sir, no /' cried the Doctor, laughing ; ^^ that 
never yet was ; you might as well say they are at the 
same time tall and short. I remember an epitaph to 
that purpose, which is in " 

(I have quite forgot what, — and also the name it was 
made upon, but the rest I recollect exactly :) 

« .__ lies buried here ; f 

So early wise, so lasting fair, 
That none, unless her years you told, 
Thought her a child, or thought her old.** 

Mrs. Thrale then repeated some lines in French, and 
Dr. Johnson some more in Latin. An epilogue of Mr. 
Garrick's to Bonduca was then mentioned, and Dr. 
Johnson said it was a miserable performance, and 
everybody agreed it was the worst he had ever made. 

*^ And yet,'^ said Mr. Seward, " it has been very 
much admired ; but it is in praise of English valour, 
and so I suppose the subject made it popular.'^ 

^^ I don^t know, sir,^^ said Dr. Johnson, '^ anything 
about the subject, for I could not read on till I came to 
it ; I got through half a dozen Unes, but I could observe 
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no other subject than eternal duUness. I don't know 
what is the matter with David; I am afraid he is grown 
superannuated^ for his prologues and epilogues used to 
be incomparable.^' 

" Nothing is so fatiguing," said Mrs. Thrale, " as iha 
life of a wit : he and Wilks are the two oldest men of 
their ages I know ; for they have both worn themselves 
out^ by being eternally on the rack to give entertainment 
to others." 

*' David, madam," said the Doctor, '^ looks much 
older than he is ; for his face has had double the busi- 
ness of any other man^s ; it is never at rest ; when he 
speaks one minute, he has quite a different countenance 
to what he assumes the next ; I don^t believe he ever 
kept the same look for half an hour together, in the 
whole course of his life ; and such an eternal, restless, 
fatiguing play of the muscles, must certainly wear out a 
man's face before its real time." 

*^ O yes," cried Mrs. Thrale, " we must certainly make 
some allowance for such wear and tear of a man's face.'' 

The next name that was started, was that of Sir 
John Hawkins : and Mrs. Thrale said, " Why now. 
Dr. Johnson, he is another of those whom you 
suffer nobody to abuse but yourself; Garrick is one^ 
too ; for if any other person speaks against him, you 
browbeat him in a minute !^' 

*^ Why, madam," answered he, " they don't know 
when to abuse him, and when to praise him ; I will al« 
low no man to speak iU of David that he does not de« 
serve ; and as to Sir John, why really I believe him to 
be an honest man at the bottom : but to be sure he is 
penurious, and he is mean, and it must be owned he 
has a degree of brutality, and a tendency to savageness^ 
that cannot easily be defended." 
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We all laughed, as he meant we should, at this curious 
manner of speaking iu his favour, and he then related 
an anecdote that he said he knew to be true in regard 
to his meanness. He said that Sir John and he once 
belonged to the same club, but that as he eat no supper 
T the first night of his admission, he desired to be 

lused paying his share. 

" And was he excused ?" 

" O yes ; for no man is angry at another for being 
inferior to himself! we all scorned him, and admitted 
his plea. For my part I was such a fool as to pay my 
share for wine, though I never tasted any. But Sir 
John was a most unclubabte man !" 

How delighted was I to hear this master of languages 
so unaffectedly and sociably and good-naturedly make 
words, for the promotion of sport and good humour ! 

" And this," continued he, " reminds me of a gentle- 
man and lady with whom I travelled once ; I suppose 
I must call them gentleman and lady, according to 
form, because they travelled in their own coach and four 
horses. But at the first inn where we stopped, the 
lady called for — a pint of ale ! and when it came, 
quarrelled with the waiter for not giving full measure. 
— Now, Madame Duval could not have done a grosser 
thing !" 

Oh, how everybody laughed ! and to be sure I did not 
glow at alt, nor munch fast, nor look on my plate, nor 
loose any part of my usual composure ! But how 
grateful do I feel to this dear Dr. Johnson, for never 
naming me and the book as belonging one to the 
other, and yet making an allusion that showed his 
thoughts led to it, and, at the same time, that seemed 
to justify the character as being natural ! But, indeed, 
le delicacy I met with from him, and from all the 
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Thrales, was yet more flattering to me than the praise 
with which I have heard they have honoured my book. 

After dinner, when Mrs. Thrale and I left the gentle- 
men^ we had a conversation that to me could not but 
be delightftil, as she was all good humour^ spirits, sense 
and agreeability. Surely I may make words, when at 
a loss, if Dr. Johnson does. 

However, I shall not attempt to write any more par- 
ticulars of this day — ^than which I have never known 
a Iiappier, because the chief subject that was started 
and kept up, was an invitation for me to Streatham, and 
a desire that I might accompany my father thither next 
week, and stay with them some time. 

We left Streatham at about eight o'clock, and Mr. 
Seward, who handed me into the chaise, added his 
interest to the rest, that my father would not fail to 
bring me. In short I was loaded with civilities firom 
them all. And my ride home was equally happy wifli 
the rest of the day, for my kind and most beloved 
father was so happy in mif happiness, and congratulated 
me so sweetly, that he could, like myself, think on no 
other subject: and he told me that, after "passing 
through such a house as that, I could have nothing to 
fear — meaning for my book, my honoured book. 

Yet my honours stopped not here ; for Hetty, who 
with her sposo, was here to receive us, told me she 
had lately met Mrs. Reynolds, sister of Sir Joshua; 
and that she talked very much and very highly of a 
new novel called " Evelina ;'' though without a shadow 
of suspicion as to the scribbler ; and not contented with 
her own praise, she said that Sir Joshua, who began it 
one day when he was too much engaged to go on wifli 
it, was so much caught, that he could think of nothing 
else, and was quite absent all the day, not knowing a 
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word that -was said to him ; and, when he took it up 
again, found himself so much interested in it, that he 
sat up all night to finish it ! 

Sir Joshua, it seems, vows he would give fifty 
pounds to know the author ! I have also heard, by 
the means of Charles, that other persons have declared 
they will find him out ! 

This intelligence determined me upon going myself 
to Mr. Lowndes, and discovering what sort of answers 
he made to such curious inquirers as I found were 
likely to address him. But as I did not dare trust 
myself to speak, for I felt that I should not be able to 
act my part well, I asked my mother to accompany 
|«ae. 

^ We introduced ourselves by baying the book, for 
pwhich I had a commission from Mrs. G . Fortu- 
nately Mr. Lowndes himself was in the shop ; as we 
found by his air of consequence and authority, as well 
as his age; for I never saw him before. 

The moment he had given my mother the book, she 
asked if he could tell her who wrote it. 

" No," he answered ; " I don't know myself." 

" Pho, pho," said she, "you mayn't choose to tell, 
but you must know." 

" I don't indeed, ma'am," answered he ; "I have no 
honour in keeping the secret, for I have never been 
trusted. All I know of the matter is, that it is a gen- 
tleman of the other end of the town." 

My mother made a thousand other inquiries, to 
which , his answers were to the following efl'ect; that 
for a great while, he did not know if it was a man or a 
woman; but now, he knew that much, and that he 
was a master of his subject, and well versed in the 
-manners of the times. 
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^^For some time,'^ continued he^ ^ I thou^Iit it had 
been Horace Walpole^s ; for he once published a bode 
in this snug manner ; but I don'^t tbink it is now. I 
have often people come to inquire of me who it is ; but 
I suppose he will come out soon^ and then, when the 
rest of the world knows it, I shalL Servants often 
come for it from the other end of the town, and I have 
asked them divers questions myself, to see if I could 
get at the author ; but I never got any satisfaction." 

Just before we came away, upon my mother's still 
further pressing hun, he said, with a most important 
face, 

" Why, to tell you the truth, madam, I have been 
informed that it is a piece of real secret history ; and, in 
that case, it will never be known.^^ 

This was too much for me ; I grinned irresistibly, 
and was obliged to look out at the shop-door till we 
came away. 

How many ridiculous things have I heard upon this 
subject ! I hope that next, some particular family will 
be fixed upon, to whom this secret history must be- 
long! However, I am delighted to find myself so 
safe. 

* 9ic 9ie 9ie 

From Mr. Crisp to Miss F. Bumey. 

Aug. 16. 
My dear Fannikin, 

^^ If I wish to' hear the sequel of the dayV* the 
question is injurious — both because I warmly interest 
myself in whatever concerns a Fannikin, and likewise 
that I must else be 



' duller than the fat weed 
That rots itself at ease on Ledie's wharf. 
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The reception you met with at Streatham, though 
lughly flattering, by no means surprises me i every article 
ctf it is most strictly your due. You have fairly earned 
it, and if your host and hostess had given you less, 
they had defrauded you. Flummery is a commodity I 
do not much deal in; but on this occasion I will 
subscribe with hand and heart' to what I have now 
written. 

After what I had heard of Mr. Seward, I should not, 
I own, have expected such an attack as you describe 
from him. What a contrast between him and Mrs. 
Thrale! 

I was once in a situation somewhat like yours, when 
I supped with Quin at Bath, a good many years ago. 
There was a fade^ empty fellow at table with us, who 
thought to be mighty civil to me. Quin observing I 
did not much relish his insipid trash, cried out, " Why, 
he is a grocer, man ! Prythee, don't choke him with his 
own figs.^^ 

Mr. Seward certainly merited such a rebuff. 

I desire you to be very minute in the remainder of 
the day, particularly with regard to Dr. Johnson, who, 
though single, is himself an host. 

Well, the ice is now broke, and your perturbation 
ought to be in a great measure at an end* When you 
went into the sea at Teignmouth, did not you shiver and 
shrink at first, and almost lose your breath when the 
water came up to your chest ? I suppose you afterwards 
learned to plunge in boldly, over head and ears at once, 
and then your pain was over. You must do the Uke 
now ; and as the public have thought proper to put you 
on a cork jacket, your fears of drowning would be un- 
pardonable. 

S. C. 
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Streatham, Sunday, Aug. 23. — I know not how 
to express the fullness of my contentment at this sweet 
place. All my best expectations are exceeded, and you 
know they were not very moderate. If, when my dear 
father comes, Susan and Mr. Crisp were to come too, I 
believe it would require at least a day's pondering to 
enable me to form another wish. 

Our journey was charming. The kind Mrs. Thrale 
would give courage to the most timid. She did not ask 
me questions, or catechise me upon what I knew, or 
use any means to draw me out, but made it her busi- 
ness to draw herself out — that is, to start subjects, to 
support them herself, and to take all the weight of the 
conversation, as if it behoved her to find me entertain- 
ment. But I am so much in love with her, that I shall 
be obliged to run away from the subject, or shall write 
of nothing else. 

When we arrived here, Mrs. Thrale showed me my 
room, which is an exceeding pleasant one, and then 
conducted me to the library, there to divert myself 
while she dressed. 

Miss Thrale soon joined me: and T begin to like 
her. Mr. Thrale was neither well nor in spirits all 
day. Indeed, he seems not to be a happy man, though 
he has every means of happiness in his power. But I 
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think I have rarely seen a very rich man with a light 
heart and light spirits. 

Dr. Johnson was in the utmost good humour. 

There was no other company at the house all day. 

After dinner, I had a delightful stroll .with Mrs. 
Thrale, and she gave me a list of all her '^ good neigh- 
bours^^ in the town of Streatham, and said she was 
determined to take me to see Mr. T , the clergy- 
man, who was a character I could not but be diverted 
with, for he had so furious and so absurd a rage for 
building, that in his garden he had as many temples, 
and summer-houses, and statues as in the gardens of 
Stow, though he had so little room for them that they 
all seemed tumbling one upon another. 

In short, she was all unaffected drollery and sweet 
good humour. 

At tea we all met again, and Dr. Johnson was gaily 
sociable. He gave a very droll account of the children 
of Mr. Langton. 

** Who,*^ he said, *^ might be very good children if they 
were let alone ; but the father is never easy when he is not 
making them do something which they cannot do ; they 
must repeat a fable, or a speech, or the Hebrew alpha- 
bet ; and they might as well count twenty, for what they 
know of the matter : however, the father says half, for 
he prompts every other word. But he could not have 
chosen a man who would have been less entertained by 
such means. *^ 

"I believe not!" cried Mrs. Thrale: *^ nothing is 
more ridiculous than parents cramming their children*s 
nonsense do^ni other people's throats. I keep mine as 
much out of the way as I can.'' 

" Yours, madam," answered he, ^^ are in nobody's 
way ; no children can be better managed or less trou- 

VOL. I. E 
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blesome ; but your fault is^ a too great perverseness in 
not allowing anybody to give them anything. Why 
should they not have a cherry^ or a gooseberry, as well 
as bigger children V 

** Because they are sure to return such gifts by wiping 
their hands upon the giver^s gown or coat^ and nothing 
makes children more offensive. People only make the 
offer to please the parents, and they wish the poor 
children at Jericho when they accept it.'^ 

^^ But, madam, it is a great deal more offensive to re- 
fuse them. Let those who make the offer look to their 
own gowns and coats, for when you interfere, they only 
wish f/ou at Jericho.*' 

^' It is difficult,^^ said Mrs. Thrale, " to please every- 
body.^* 

Indeed, the freedom with which Dr. Johnson con- 
demns whatever he disapproves, is astonishing ; and 
the strength of words he uses would, to most people 
be intolerable ; but Mrs. Thrale seems to have a sweet- 
ness of disposition that equals all her other excellences^ 
and far from making a point of vindicating herself, she 
generally receives his admonitions with the most re- 
spectful silence. 

But I fear to say all I think at present o£ Mrs. 
Thrale, lest some flaws should appear by and bye, that 
may make me think differently. And yet, why should I 
not indulge the now, as well as the then, since it vrill 
be with so much more pleasure? In short, I do 
think her delightful; she has talents to create ad- 
miration, good humour to excite love, understanding to 
give entertainment, and a heart which, like my dear 
father's, seems already fitted for another world. My 
own knowledge of her, indeed, is very little for such a 
character ; but all I have heard, and all I see, so well 
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agree^ that I won't prepare myself for a future disap- 
pointment. 

But to return. Mrs. Thrale then asked whether Mr, 
Langton took any better care of his affairs than for- 
merly? 

^ No, madam/' cried the doctor, *' and never will ; 
he complains of the ill effects of habit, and rests con- 
tentedly upon a confessed ihdolence. He told his father 
himself that he had ' no turn to economy f but a thief 
might as well plead that he had ^ no turn to ho- 
nesty.' " 

Was not that excellent ? 

At night, Mrs. Thrale asked if I would have any- 
thing ? I answered, " No /' but Dr. Johnson said, 

** Yes : she is used, madam, to suppers ; she would 
like an egg or two, and a few slices of ham, or a rasher 
—a rasher, I believe, would please her better.'' 

How ridiculous ! However, nothing could persuade 
Mrs. Thrale not to have the cloth laid : and Dr. John- 
son was so facetious, that he challenged Mr. Thrale to 
get drunk ! 

^^ I wish," said he, " my master would say to me, 
Johnson, if you will oblige me, you will call for a bottle 
of Toulon, and then we will set to it, glass for glass, 
till it is done ; and after that, I will say, Thrale, if you 
will oblige me, you will call for another bottle of Tou- 
lon, and then we will set to it, glass for glass, till that is 
done : and by the time we should have drunk the two 
bottles, we should be so happy, and such good friends, 
that we should fly into each other's arms, and both to- 
gether call for the third !" 

I ate nothing, that they might not again use such a 
ceremony with me. Indeed, their late dinners forbid 
suppers, especially as Dr. Johnson made me eat cake at 

E 2 
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tea^ for he held it till I took it^ with an odd or absent 
complaisance. 

He was extremely comical after supper, and would 
not suffer Mrs. Thrale and me to go to bed for near an 
hour after we made the motion. 

The Cumberland family was discussed. Mrs. Thrale 
said that Mr. Cumberland was a very amiable man in 
his own house ; but as a father mighty simple ; which 
accounts for the ridiculous conduct and manners of his 
daughters, concerning whom we had much talk, and 
were all of a mind ; for it seems they used the same rude 
stare to Mrs. Thrale that so much disgusted us at Mrs. 
Ord's : she says that she really concluded something 
was wrong, and that, in getting out of the coach, she 
had given her cap some unlucky cuff, — ^by their merci- 
less staring. 

I told her that I had not any doubt, when I had met 
with the same attention from them, but that they were 
calculating the exact cost of all my dress. Mrs. Thrale 
. then told me that, about two years ago, they were ac- 
tually hissed out of the playhouse, on account of the 
extreme height of their feathers ! 

Dr. Johnson instantly composed an extempore dia» 

logue between himself and Mr. Cumberland upon this 

subject, in which he was to act the part of a provoking 

condoler : 

^ " Mr. Cumberland, (I should say,) how monstrously 

ill-bred is a playhouse mob ! How I pitied poor Miss 

Cumberlands about that affair V' 

^^ What affair 1" cries he, for he has tried to forget 
it. 

" Why,'^ says 1, ^^ that unlucky accident they met 

with some time ago." 

'^ Accident? what accident, sir?^^ 
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^* Why, you know, when they were hissed out of the 
playhouse — ^you remember the time — oh, the English 
mob is most insuflFerable ! they are boors, and have no 
manner of taste V^ 

Mrs. Thrale accompanied me to my room, and stayed 
chatting with me for more than an hour. 

4: 9i( He sfe ^ 

Now for this morning's breakfast. 

Dr. Johnson, as usual, came last into the library ; he 
was in high spirits, and fall of mirth and sport. I had 
the honour of sitting next to him : and now, all at once, 
he flung aside his reserve, thinking, perhaps, that it was 
time I should fling aside mine. 

Mrs. Thrale told him that she intended taking me to 
Mr. T 's. 

^* So you ought, madam," cried he ; ^' 'tis your busi- 
ness to be Cicerone to her.'' 

Then suddenly he snatched my hand, and kissing it, 

** Ah !^^ he added, " they will little think what a tartar 
you carry to them !^^ 

^^ No, that they won't!*' cried Mrs. Thrale; ^^Miss 
Bumey looks so meek and so quiet, nobody would sus- 
pect what a comical girl she is ; but I believe she has a 
great deal of malice at heart." 

" Oh, she^s a toad V^ cried the doctor, laughing — ^^a 
sly young rogue ! with her Smiths and her Brangh- 
tons !*' 

" Why, Dr. Johnson," said Mrs. Thrale, " I hope you 
are very well this morning ! if one may judge by your 
spirits and good humour, the fever you threatened us 
with is gone off.'' 

He had complained that he was going to be ill last 
night. 

Why no, madam, no,'' answered he, " I am not yet 
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well; I could not sleep at all; there I lay^ restless and 
uneasy, and thinking all the time of Miss Bumey. 
Perhaps I have offended her, thought I ; perhaps she 
is angry ; I have seen her but once^ and I talked to her 
of a rasher ! — ^Were you angry ?'' 

I think I need not tell you my answer. 

'^ I have been endeavouring to find some excuse/* 
continued he, ^* and, as I could not sleep, I got up, and 
looked for some authority for the word; and I find, 
madam, it is used by Dryden : in one of his prologues, 
he says — * And snatch a homely rasher firom the coals*' 
So you must not mind me, madam ; I say strange things, 
but I mean no harm/' 

I was almost afraid he thought I was really idiot 
enough to have taken him seriously ; but, a few vor 
nutes after, he put his hand on my arm, and shaking his 
head, exclaimed, 

'* Oh, you are a sly little rogue ! — ^what a Holboum 
beau have you drawn !*' 

^'Ay, Miss Bumey," said Mrs. Thrale, '^the Hol- 
bourn beau is Dr. Johnson's favourite ; and we have all 
your characters by heart, from Mr. Smith up to Lady 
Louisa.** 

** Oh, Mr. Smith, Mr. Smith is the man !** cried he, 
laughing violently. ''Harry Fielding never drew so 
good a character ! — such a fine varnish of low polite- 
ness ! — such a struggle to appear a gentleman ! Madam^ 
there is no character better drawn anywhere— in any 
book or by any author." 

I almost poked myself under the table. Never 
did I feel so delicious a confusion since I was bom I 
But he added a great deal more, only I cannot recol- 
lect his exact words, and I do not choose to give him 
mine. 
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"Come, come," cried Mrs. Thrale, " we'll torment 
her no more about her book, for I see it really plagues 
her. I own I thought for awhile it was only affecta- 
tion, for I'm sure if the book were mine I should wish 
to hear of nothing else. But we shall teach her in 
time how proud she ought to be of sucli a performance." 

" Ah, madam," cried the doctor, " be in no haste to 
teach her that ; she'll speak no more to ns when she 
knows her own weight." 

" Oh, but sir," cried she, " if Mr. Thrale has his way, 
she will become our relation, and then it will be hard 
if she won't acknowledge us." 

You may think I stared, but she went on. 

" Mr. Thrale says nothing would make him half so 
happy as giving Miss Burney to Sir J L ." 

Mercy ! what an exclamation did I give. I wonder 
you did not hear nic to St. Martin's-atreet. However, 
she continued, 

" Mr. Thrale says. Miss Bumey seems more formed 
to draw a husband to herself, by her humour when gay, 
and her good sense when serious, than almost anybody 
he ever saw." 

" He does me much honour," cried I ; though I 
cannot say I much enjoyed such a proof of his good 

opinion as giving me to Sir J L ; but Mr. 

Thrale is both his uncle and his guardian, and thinks, 
perhaps, he would do a mutual good office in se- 
curing me so much money, and his nephew a decent 
companion. Oh, if he knew how little I require with 
regard to money— how much to even bear with a com- 
panion ! But he was not brought up with such folks as 
my father, my Daddy Crisp, and my Susan, and does 
not know what indifference to all things but good society 
such people as those inspire. 
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**My master says a very good speech," cried the 
doctor, " if Miss Burney's husband should have any- 
thing in common with herself ; but I know not how we 

can level her with Sir J L y unless she would 

be content to put her virtues and talents in a scale 

against his thousands ; and poor Sir J must pve 

cheating weight even then ! However, if we bestow 
such a prize upon him, he shall settle his whole fortune 
on her/' 

Ah ! thought I, I am more mercenary than you fancy 
me, for not even that would bribe me high enough. 

Before Dr. Johnson had finished his elogCy I was 
actually on the ground, for there was no standing it, — 
or sitting it, rather : and Mrs. Thrale seemed delighted 
for me. 

"I assure you,^^ she said, ^^ nobody can do your book 
more justice than Dr. Johnson does : and yet, do you 
remember, sir, how unwilling you were to read it ? He 
took it up, just looked at the first letter, and then put 
it away, and said ' I don't think I have any taste for it 1* 
— ^but when he was going to town, I put the first volume 
into the coach with him ; and then, when he camehome^ 
the very first words he said to me were ^ Why, Madam, 
this Evelina is a charming creature!' — ^and then he 
teazed me to know who she married, and what became 
of her, — ^and I gave him the rest. For my part, I used 
to read it in bed, and could not part with it : I laughed 
at the second, and I cried at the third; but what a 
trick was that of Dr. Burney's, never to let me know 
whose it was till I had read it ! Suppose it had been 
something I had not liked ! Oh, it was a vile trick !" 

^^ No, madam, not at all !" cried the doctor, " for, in 
that case, you would never have known ; — all would 
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ive been safe, for he would neither have told j-ou who 
wrote it, nor MissBurney what you said of it." 

Some time after the doctor began laughing to himself, 
and then, suddenly turning to me, he called out, " Only 
think, Polly ! Miss has danced with a lord !" 

" Ah, poor Evelina !" cried Mrs. Thrale, " I see her 
now in Kensington Gardens, What she must have 
suffered ! Poor girl ! what fidgets she must have been 
in ! And I know Mr. Smitli, too, very well ; — I always 
have him before me at the Hampstead Ball, dressed 
in a white coat, and a tambour waistcoat, worked in 
green silk. Poor Mr. Seward ! Mr. Johnson made him 
so mad t'other day ! ' Why, Seward,' said he, ' how 
smart you arc dressed ! why you only want a tambour 
waistcoat to look like Mr. Smith !' But I am very fond 
of Lady Louisa ; I think her as well drawn as any cha- 
racter in the book ; so fine, so affected, so languishing ; 
and, at the same time, so insolent !" 

She then ran on with several of her speeches. 

Some time after, she gave Dr. Johnson a letter from 
Dr. Jebh, concerning one of the gardeners who is very 
ill. When he had read it, he grumbled violently to 
himself, and put it away with marks of displeasure. 

"What's the matter, sir!" said Mrs. Thrale; "do 
you find any fault with the letter?" 

" No, madam, the letter's well enough, if the man 
knew how to write his own name ; but it moves my in- 
dignation to see a gentleman take pains to appear a. 
[esman. Mr. Branghton would have written his 
le with just such beastly flourishes." 
Ay, well," said Mrs. Thrale, " he is a very agreeable 
man, and an excellent physician, and a great favourite of 
mine, and so he is of Miss Burney's," 
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^' Why I have no objection to the man, madam^ if he 
would write his name as he ought to do." 

^' Well, it does not signify,'^ cried Mrs. Thrale ; ^ but 
the commercial fashion of writing gains ground erery 
day^ for all Miss Bumey abuses it, with her Smiths and 
her Branghtons. Does not the great Mr. Pennant write 
like a clerk, without any pronouns ? and does not every* 
body flourish their names till nobody can read them ?'' 

After this they talked over a large party of company 
who are invited to a formal and grand dinner for next 
Monday, and among others Admiral Montague was men* 
tioned. The doctor, turning to me, with a laugh, said» 

^' You must mark the old sailor. Miss Bumey; he'll 
be a character.^^ 

*' Ah V cried Mrs. Thrale, who was going out of the 
room, '* how I wish you would hatch up a comedy 
between you ! do, fall to work V^ 

A pretty proposal ! to be sure Dr. Johnson would be 
very proud of such a fellow labourer ! 

As soon as we were alone together, he said, 
' ^^ These are as good people as you can be with ; you 
can go to no better house ; they are all good nature ; 
nothing makes them angry." 

As I have always heard from my father that every 
individual at Streatham spends the morning alone, I 
took the first opportunity of absconding to my owa. 
room, and amused myself in writing till I tired. About 
noon^ when I went into the library, book hunting, MrSv 
Thrale came to me. 

We had a very nice confab about various books, and 
exchanged opinions and imitations of Baretti ; she told 
me many excellent tales of him, and I, in return, related 
my stories. 

She gave me a long and very entertaining account of 
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Dr. Groldsmith^ who was intimately known here ; but in 
speaking of ^^ The Good-natured Man," when 1 extolled 
my favourite Croaker, I found that admirable character 
was a downright theft from Dr. Johnson. Look at 
the ^^ RambljBr/^ and you will find Suspirius is the 
man, and that not merely the idea, but the particulars 
of the character, are all stolen thence !* 

While we were yet reading this ^^ Rambler," Dr. John- 
son came in : we told him what we were about. 

" Ah, madam V^ cried he, ^^ Goldsmith was not scru- 
pulous ; but he would have been a great man had he 
known the real value of his own internal resources.^^ 

*'Miss Burney,^^ said Mrs. Thrale, "is fond of his 
^ Vicar of Wakefield :' and so am I ;— don't you like it, 
sir?^^ 

^^ No, madam, it is very faulty ; there is nothing of 
real life in it, and very little of nature. It is a mere 
fanciful performance.*^ 

He then seated himself upon a sofa, and calling to 
me, said " Come, — Evelina, — come and sit by me.'* 

I obeyed ; and he took me almost in his arms, — that 
is, one of his arms, for one would go three times, at 
least, round me, — and, half laughing, half serious, he 
charged me to " be a good girl !" 

*^ But, my dear," continued he with a very droll look, 
^^ what makes you so fond of the Scotch ? I don't like 
you for that ; — I hate these Scotch, and so must you. 
I wish Branghton had sent the dog to jail ! That Scotch 
dog Macartney.^' 

** Why, sir,'' said Mrs. Thrale, ^^ don't you remember 
he says he would, but that he should get nothing 
by it?'* 

*^ Why, ay, true," cried the doctor, see-sawing very 

* Suspirius, the Screech Owl. See *' Rambler^ for Tuesday 
October 9, 1750. 
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solemnly, *^ that, indeed^ is some palliation for his for- 
bearance. But I must not have you so fond of the 
Scotch, my little Bumey ; make your hero what you 
will but a Scotchman. Besides^ you write Scotch — you 
say ^ the one,' — my dear, that's not English. Never use 
that phrase again.^^ 

*^ Perhaps,'^ said Mrs. Thrale, " it may be used in 
Macartney's letter, and then it will be a propriety.'^ 

*' No, madam, no !'^ cried he ; *^ you can't make a 
beauty of it ; it is in the third volume ; put it in Ma- 
cartney's letter, and welcome ! — that, or any thing that 
is nonsense/^ 

*^ Why, surely," cried I, " the poor man is used ill 
enough by the Branghtons." 

" But Branghton,'* said he, " only hates him because 
of his wretchedness, — poor fellow ! — But, my dear love, 
how should he ever have eaten a good dinner before he 
came to England ?" 

And then he laughed violently at young Branghton's 
idea. 

'' WeU,^^ said Mrs. Thrale, '' I always liked Macart- 
ney ; he is a very pretty character, and I took to him, 
as the folks say." 

"Why, madam,^^ answered he, "I like Macartney 
myself. Yes, poor fellow, I liked the man, but I love 
not the nation.^' 

And then he proceeded, in a dry manner, to make at 
once sarcastic reflections on the Scotch, and flattering 
speeches to me, for Macartney's firing at the national 
insults of young Branghton : his stubborn resolution in 
not owning, even to his bosom friend, his wretchedness 
of poverty; and his fighting at last for the honour of his 
nation, when he resisted all other provocations ; he said, 
were all extremely well marked. 

We staid with him till just dinner time^ and then we 
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were obliged to run away and dress ; but Dr. Johnson 
called out to me as I went — 

^* Miss Bumey, I must settle that affair of the Scotch 
with you at our leisure." 

At dinner we had the company, or rather the presence, 
for he did not speak two words, of Mr. E , the cler- 
gyman, I believe, of Streatham. And afterwards, Mrs. 

Thrale took the trouble to go with me to the T 's. 

Dr. Johnson, who has a love of social converse that no- 
body, without living under the same roof with him, 
would suspect, quite begged us not to go till he went to 
town ; but as we were hatted and ready, Mrs. Thrale 
only told him she rejoiced to find him so jealous of our 
companies, and then away we whisked, — she. Miss 
Thrale, and my ladyship. 

I could write some tolerable good sport concerning 
this visit, but that I wish to devote all the time 1 can 
snatch for writing, to recording what passes here; — 
themes of mere ridicule offer everywhere. 

We got home late, and had the company of Mr.E ^ 

and of Mr. Rose Fuller, a young man who Uves at 
Streatham, and is nephew of the famous Rose Fuller; 
and whether Dr. Johnson did not like them, or whether 
he was displeased that we went out, or whether he was 
not well, 1 know not ; but he never opened his mouth, 
except in answer to a question, till he bid us good 
night. 

Saturday Morning. — Dr. Johnson was again all 
himself; and so civil to me! — even admiring how I 
dressed myself! Indeed, it is well I have so much of his 
fa^vour ; for it seems he always speaks his mind con- 
cerning the dress of ladies, and all ladies who are here 
obey his injunctions implicitly, and alter whatever he 
disapproves. This is a part of his character that much 



62 DURY AND LETTERS [1778 

surprises me : but notwithstanding he is sometimes so 
absent^ and always so near sighted^ he scnitmizes into 
every part of almost everybody's appearance. They 
tell me of a Miss Brown, who often visits here, and who 
has a slovenly way of dressing. '^ And when she comes 
down in a morning," says Mrs. Thrale, ^^ her hair jffill be 
all loose, and her cap half o£f ; and then Dr. Johnson^ 
who sees something is wrong, and does not know where 
the feodt is, concludes it is in the cap, and says, ' My 
dear, what do you wear such a vile cap for?' ^ Pll 
change it, sir,' cries the poor girl, ^ if you don't like it.* 
^Ay, do,' he says; and away runs poor Miss Brown; 
but when she gets on another, it's the same thing, for the 
cap has nothing to do with the fault. And then she 
wonders Dr. Johnson should not hke the cap, for she 
thinks it very pretty. And so on with her gown, which 
he also makes her change ; but if the poor girl were to 
change through all her wardrobe, imless she could put 
her things on better, he would still find fault" 

When Dr. Johnson was gone, she told me of my 
mother's beingiebliged to change her dress. 

*^ Now," said she, ^^ Mrs. Bumey had on a very pretty 
linen jacket and coat, and was going to church ; but 
Dr. Johnson, who, I suppose, did not like her in a 
jacket, saw something was the matter, and so found 
fault with the linen: and he looked and peered, and 
then said, ^ Why, madam, this won't do ! you must 
not go to church so V So away went poor Mrs. Bumey 
and changed her gown ! And when she had done so, he 
did not like it, but he did not know why ; so he told 
her she should not wear a black hat and cloak in 
summer ! Oh, how he did bother poor Mrs. Bumey ! 
and himself too, for if the things had been put on to 
his mind, he would have taken no notice of them." 
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^ Why/' said Mr. Thrale, very drily, '' I don't think 
Mrs. Barney a very good dresser. '^ 

^' Last time she came/' said Mrs, Thrale, ** she was 
in a white cloak, and she told Dr. Johnson she had got 
her old white cloak scoured on purpose to oblige him ! 
* Scoured V says he, ' ay, — ^have you, madam ?' — so he 
see-sawed, for he could not for shame find fault, but he 
did not seem to like the scouring.'' 

So I think myself amazingly fortunate to be approved 
by him ; for, if he disliked, alack a-day, how could I 
change ! But he has paid me some very fine compU- 
ments upon this subject ! 

4c # # ^ :<( He "dl 

I was very sorry when the doctor went to town, 
though Mrs. Thrale made him promise to return to 
Monday's dinner; and he has very affectionately in- 
vited me to visit him in the winter, when he is at home : 
and he talked to me a great deal of Mrs. Williams, and 
gave me a list of her works, and said I must visit them ; 
— which I am sure I shall be very proud of doing. 

And now let me try to recollect an Ift^ount he gave 
us of certain celebrated ladies of his acquaintance : an 
account which, had you heard from himself, would have 
made you die with laughing, his manner is so peculiar, 
and enforces his humour so originally. 

It was begun by Mrs. Thrale's apologising to him for 
troubling him with some question she thought trifling — 
O, I remember! We had been talking of colours, and 
of the fantastic names given to them, and why the 
palest lilac should, be called a soupir etouffe ; and when 
Dr. Johnson came in she applied to him. 

*' Why, madam," said he with wonderful readiness, 
" it is called a stifled sigh because it is checked in its 
progress, and only half a colour," 
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I could not help expressing my amazement at his 
universal readiness upon all subjects^ and Mrs. Thrale 
said to him^ 

^^Sir, Miss Bumey wonders at your patience with 
such stuff; but I tell her you are used to me, for I be- 
lieve 1 torment you Avith more foolish questions than 
anybody else dares do." 

^^ No, madam/^ said he, *^ you don't torment me ; — 
you teaze me, indeed, sometimes." 

"Ay, so I do. Dr. Johnson, and I wonder you bear 
with my nonsense." 

" No, madam, you never talk nonsense ; you have 
as much sense, and more wit, than any woman I 
know !*' 

"Oh," cried Mrs. Thrale,, blushing, "it is my turn 
to go under the table this morning, Miss Burney !" 

^*And yet," continued the doctor, with the most 
comical look, ^^ 1 have known all the wits, from Mrs. 
Montagu down to Bet Flint T' 

" Bet Flint !'' cried Mrs. Thrale ; "pray who is she ?*^ 

*^ Oh, a fine Character, madam ! She was habitually 
a slut and a drunkard, and occasionally a thief and a 
harlot." 

" And, for Heaven's sake, how came you to know 
her?'' 

^^ Why, madam, she figured in the literary world, too ! 
Bet Flint wrote her own life, and called herself Cas- 
sandra, and it was in verse ; — ^it began : 

* When Nature first ordained my birth, 
A diminutive I was born on earth : 
And then I came from a dark abode. 
Into a gay and gaudy world.' 

So Bet brought me her verses to correct ; but I gave 
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her half- a- crown J and she Uked it as welL Bet had a 
fine spirit ; — she advertised for a husband, hut she had 
no success, for she told me no man aspired to her 
Then she hired very handsome lodgings and a foothoy 
an d she got a harpsichord, but Bet could not ploy 

^■^wever, she put herself in fine attitudes, and 

^^Knimmed." 

^HL Then he gave an account of another of these ge- 

^^Kuses, who called herself by some fine name, I have 

^H^rgotten what. 

^B^ "She had not quite the same stock of virtue," continued 
he, " nor the same stock of honesty as Bet Flint ; but I 
suppose she envied her accomplishments, for she was so 
little moved by the power of harmon}-, that while Bet 
Flint thought she was drumming very divinely, the other 
jade had her indicted for a nuisance !" 

^_^ "And pray what became of her, sir?" 

^^K « Why, madam, she stole a quilt from the man of the 

^Hpouse, and he had her taken up : but Bet Flint had a 

^^ Spirit not to be subdued; so when she found herself 
obliged to go to jail, she ordered a sedan chair, and bid 
herfootboy walk before her. However, the boy proved 

^Hiefractory, for he was ashamed, though his mistress was 

^^V "And did she ever get out of jail again, sir?" 

"Yes, madam; when she came to her trial, the judge 
acquitted her. ' So now,' she said to me, ' the quilt is 
my own, and now I'll make a petticoat of it.' Oh, I 
loved Bet Flint!" 

Oh, how we all laughed ! Then he gave an account o! 
another lady, who called herself Laurinda, and who also 
wrote verses and stole furniture ; but he had not the 
lame affection for her, he said, though she too "was a 
lady who had high notions of honour." 
~ TOI™ I. P 
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Then followed the history of another, who called her- 
self Hortensia^ and who walked up and down the park 
repeating a book of Virgil. 

" But/' said he, " though I know her story^ I never 
had the good fortune to see her/* 

After this he gave us an account of the famous Mrs; 
Pinkethman; "And she/* he said, "told me she owed 
all her misfortunes to her wit ; for she was so unhappy as 
to marry a man who thought himself also a wit, though 
I believe she gave him not implicit credit for it, but it 
occasioned much contradiction and ill-will/* 

"Bless me, sir!'' cried Mrs. Thrale, "how can all 
these vagabonds contrive to get at you, of all people?" 

" O the dear creatures !" cried he, laughing heartily, 
" I can't but be glad to see them !'* 

" Why I wonder, sir, you never went to see Mrs. Rudd 
among the rest V^ 

"Why, madam, I believe I should," said he, "if it 
was not for the newspapers ; but I am prevented many 
frolics that I should like very well, since I am become 
such a theme for the papers." 

Now would you ever have imagined this ? Bet Flint 
it seems once took Kitty Fisher to see him, but to his 
no little regret he was not at home. "And Mrs. Wil- 
liams/* he added, " did not love Bet Flint, but Bet 
Flint made herself very easy about that.** 

How Mr. Crisp'^would have enjoyed this account ! 
He gave it all with so droll a solemnity, and it was all 
so unexpected, that Mrs. Thrale and I were both almost 
equally diverted, 

Streatham, August 26. — My opportunities for 
writing grow less and less, and my materials more and 
more. After breakfast I have scarcely a moment that I 
can spare all day. 
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^B Mrs. Thrale I like more niid more. Of all the people 
^F* have ever seen since I came into this "gay and gaudy 
world," I never before saw the person who so strongly 
resembies our dear father. I find the likeness perpe- 
tually ; she has the same natural liveliness, the same 
general benevolence, the same rare union of gaiety and 
of feeling in her disposition, 

And so kind is she to me ! She told me, at first, 
that I should have all my mornings to myself, and 
therefore I have actually studied to avoid her, lest I 
should be in her way ; but since the first morning she 
seeks rae, sits with me, saunters with me in the park, or 
compares notes over books in the library; and her con- 
versation is delightful ; it is so entertaining, so gay, so 
enlivening, when she is in spirits, and so intelligent 
and instructive when she is otherwise, that I almost as 
^^nuch wish to record all she says, as all Dr. Johnson 

^Vi Proceed — no ! Go back, my muse, to Thursday. 

Dr. Johnson came home to dinner. 

In the evening he was as lively and full of wit and 
sport as I have ever seen him ; and Mrs. Thrale and I 
had him quite to ourselves ; for Mr. Thrale came in from 
giving an election dinner (to which he sent two bucks 
and six pine apples) so tired, that he neither opened his 
eyes nor mouth, but fell fast asleep. Indeed, after tea 
he generally does. 

Dr. Johnson was very communicative concerning his 
present work of the Lives of the Poets ; Drydeii is now 
in the press, and he told us he had been just writing a 
dissertation upon Hudibras, 

He gave us an account of Mrs. Lennox. Her 
"Female Quixote" is very justly admired here. But 
M rs. Thrale says that though her hooks are gene- 
f2 
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rally approved, nobody likes her. I find she, among 
others, waited on Dr. Johnson upon her commencing 
writer, and he told ns that, at her request, he carried her 
to Richardson. 

** Poor Charlotte Lenox !*' continued he ; " when we 
came to the house, she desired me to leave her, 'for,* 
says she, ' I am under great restraint in your presence^ 
but if you leave me alone with Richardson FU give yoa 
a very good account of him:* however, I fear poor 
Charlotte was disappointed, for she gave me no account 
at aU r 

He then told us of two little productions of our Mr. 
Harris, which we read ; they are very short and very 
clever : one is called ^* Fashion,'' the other ** Much 
Ado,*' and they are both of them full of a sportive hu- 
mour, that I had not suspected to belong to Mr. Harris, 
the learned grammarian. 

Some time after, turning suddenly to me, he said, 
'^ Miss Burney, what sort of reading do you delight in ? 
History ? — travels ? — poetry ? — or romances ?** 

" O sir !** cried I, " I dread being catechised by you. 
I dare not make any answer, for I fear whatever I 
should say would be wrong !*' 

*' Whatever you should say — how's that V 

^^Why, not whatever I should — but whatever I 
could say." 

He laughed, and to my great relief spared me any 
further questions upon the subject. Indeed, I was very 
happy I had the presence of mind to evade him as I 
did, for I am sure the examination which would have 
followed, had I made any direct answer, would have 
turned out sorely to my discredit. 

*^ Do you remember, sir,** said Mrs. Thrale, *^ how 
you tormented poor Miss Brown about reading ?*' . 
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" She might soon be tormented, madam," answered he, 
"for I am not yet quite clear she knows what a book is," 

" Oh for shame !*' cried Mrs. Thrale ; " she reads not 
only English, l>ut French and Italian. She was in Italy 
a great while.'* 

** Pho !*' exclaimed he; " Italian, indeed ! Do you 
think she knows as much Italian as Rose Fuller does 
English ?'' 

" Well, well,*' said Mrs. Thrale, " Rose Fuller is a 
very good young man, for allhe has not much command 
of language, and though he is silly enough, yet I like 
him very well, for there is no manner of harm in him.'' 

Then she told me that he once said, ** Dr. Johnson's 
conversation is so instructive that I'll ask him a ques- 
tion. 'Pray, sir, what is Palmyra? I have often 
heard of it, but never knew what it was/ * Palmyra, 
sir V said the doctor ; * why, it is a hill in Ireland, situ- 
ated in a bog, and has palm-trees at the top, whence it 
is called Palm-mire.' "* 

Whether or not he swallowed this account, I know 
not yet. 

" But Miss Brown," continued she, '^ is by no means 
such a simpleton as Dr. Johnson supposes her to be ; 
she is not very deep, indeed, but she is a sweet, and a 
very ingenuous girl, and nobody admired Miss Streatfield 

* Mrs. Thrale (then Mrs. Piozzi), in relating this story, after 
Johnson's death, in her " Anecdotes" of him, adds — " Seeing, how- 
ever, that the lad** (whom she does not name, but calls a *' young 
fellow") *' thought him serious, and thanked him for his information, 
he undeceived him very gently indeed ; told him the history, geo- 
graphy, and chronology of Tadmor in the Wilderness, with every 
incident that literature could furnish, I think, or eloquence express, 
from the building of Solomon*s palace to the voyage of Dawkins 
and Wood." 
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more. But she made a more foolish speech to Dr. John- 
son than she would have done to anybody else, because 
she was so frightened and embarrassed that she knew 
not what she said. He asked her some question about 
reading, and she did, to be sure, make a very silly 
answer ; but she was so perplexed and bewildered, that 
she hardly knew where she was, and so she said the 
beginning of a book was as good as the end, or the end 
as good as the beginning, or some such stuff ; and Dr. 
Johnson told her of it so often, saying, ^ Well, my dear^ 
which part of a book do you like best now ?' that poor 
Fanny Brown burst into tears !" 

"I am sure I should have compassion for her,*^ 
cried I; "for nobody would be more likely to have 
blundered out such, or any such speech, from fright and 
terror/^ 

"You?" cried Dr. Johnson. "No; you are an- 
other thing; she who could draw Smiths and Branghtons^ 
is quite another thing.'* 

Mrs. Thrale then told some other stories of his de- 
grading opinion of us poor fair sex ; I mean in general^ 
for in particular he does them noble justice. Among 
others, was a Mrs. Somebody who spent a day here 
once, and of whom he asked, " Can she read ?" 

" Yes, to be sure,'' answered Mrs. Thrale ; "we have 
been reading together this aiFtemoon." 

" And what book did you get for her 1" 

" Why, what happened to lie in the way, ^ Hogarth^s 
Analysis of Beauty.* '' 

" * Hogarth's Analysis of Beauty !' What made 
you choose that?" 

" Why, sir, what would you have had me take .^" 

" What she could have understood — * Cow-hide/ or 
' Cinderella !' " 
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" O Dr. Jr)hnson !" cried I ; " 'tis not for nothing 
you are feared!" 

"Oh, you're a rogue!" cried he, laughing; "and they 
would fear you if they knew you !'* 

" That they would," said Mrs. Thrale ; " but she's 

so shy they don't suspect her. Miss P gave her 

an account of all her dress, to entertain her, t'other 
night.' To be sure she was very lucky to lis on Miss 
Bumey for such conversation ! But I have been telhng 
her she must WTite a comedy ; 1 am sure nobody could 
do it better. Is it not true, Dr. Johnson ?" 

I would fain have stopt her, but she was not to be 
stopped, and ran on saying such fine things ! though we 
had almost a struggle together 5 and she said at last, 

" Well, authors may say what they will of modesty ; 
but I believe Miss Burney is really modest about her 
book, for her colour conies and goes every time it is 
mentioned." 

I then escaped to look for a book which we had been 
talking of, and Dr. Johnson, when I returned lo my 
seat, said he \vished Richardson had been alive. 

" And then," he added, " she should have been intro- 
duced to him — though I don't know neither — Richard- 
son would have been afraid of her." 

" O yes ! that's a likely matter," quoth I. 

" It's very true," continued he; " Richardson would 
have been really afraid of her; there is merit in ' Eve- 
lina' which he could not have borne. No ; it would 
not have done ! unless, indeed, she would have flattered 
him prodigiously. Harry Fielding, too, would have 
been afraid of her ; there is nothing so delicately 
finished in all Harry Fielding's works, as in ' Eve- 
lina!'" Then shaking his head at me, he exclaimed, 
" O, you little character-monger, you !" 
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Mrs. Thrale then returned to her charge, and s^in 
urged me about a comedy ; and again I tried to silence 
her, and we had a fine fight together ; till she called 
upon Dr. Johnson to back her. 

*^Why, madam," said he, laughing, *^ she m writing 
one. What a rout is here, indeed ! she is writing one 
upstairs all the time. Who ever knew when she be- 
gan ^Evelina?' She is working at some drama, de- 
pend upon it.*' 

" True, true, O king !'* thought I. 

'' Well, that will be a sly trick !'* cried Mrs. Thrale ; 
^^ however, you know best, I believe, about that, as well 
as about every other thing/' 



Friday, was a very full day. In the morning, we 
began talking of "Irene," and Mrs. Thrale made Dr. 
Johnson read some passages which I had been remark- 
ing as uncommonly applicable to the present times^: 
He read several speeches, and told us he had not 
ever read so much of it before since it was first 
printed. 

^^ Why, there is no making you read a play,*' said 
Mrs. Thrale, *^ either of your own, or any other person.^ 
What trouble had I to make you hear Murphy's 
' Know your own Mind !' * Read rapidly, read rapidly/ 
you cried, and then took out your watch to see how 
long I was about it! Well, we won't serve Miss 
Burney so, sir ; when we have her comedy we will do 
it all justice." 

Murphy, it seems, is a very great favourite here ; he 
has been acquainted intimately with Mr. Thrale from 
both their boyhoods, and Mrs. Thrale is very partial to 
him. She told me, therefore, in a merry way, that 
though she wished me to excel Cumberland, and all 
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other dramatic writers, yet she would not wish me 
better than her old friend Murphy. I begged her, 
however, to be perfectly easy, and assured her I would 
take care not to eclipse him ! 

At noon Mrs. Thrale took me with her to Kensing- 
ton, to see her little daughters Susan and Sophia, who 
are at school there. They are sweet little girls. 

When we were dressed for dinner, and went into the 
parlour, we had the agreeable surprise of seeing; Mr. 
Seward there. I say agreeable, for notwithstanding our 
acquaintance began in a manner so extremely unpleasant 
to me, there is something of drollery, good sense, intel- 
ligence, and archness in this young man, that have not 
merely reconciled me to him, but brought me over to 
liking him vastly. 

There was also Mr. Lort, who is reckoned one of the 
most learned men alive, and is also a collector of curiosi- 
ties, alike in literature and natural history. His manuers 
are somewhat blunt and odd, and he is altogether out 
of the common road, without having chosen a better 
path. 

The day was passed most agreeably. In the even- 
ing we had, as usual, a literary conversation. I say we, 
only because Mrs. Thrale will make me take some 
share, by perpetually applying to me ; and, indeed, 
there can be no better house for rubbing up the me- 
mory, as I hardly ever read, saw, or heard of any book 
that by some means or other has not been mentioned 
here. 

Mr. Lort produced several curious MSS. of the fa- 
mous Bristol Chatterton ; among others, his will, and 
divers verses written against Dr. Johnson, as a place- 
man and pensioner; all which he read aloud, with a 
teady voice and unmoved countenance. 
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I was astonished at him ; Mrs. Thrale not much 
pleased; Mr. Thrale silent and attentive; and Mr. 
Seward was slily laughing. Dr. Johnson himself^ 
listened profoundly and laughed openly. Indeed, I 
believe he wishes his abusers no other thing than a 
good duiner^ like Pope. 

Just as we had got our biscuits and toast-and-water, 
which make the Streatham supper, and which, indeed, 
IB all there is any chance of eating after our late and 
great dinners, Mr. Lort suddenly said, 

*^ Pray, ma'am, have you heard anything of a novel 
that runs about a good deal, called ' Evelina ?' '^ 

What a ferment did this question , before sucha set, 
put me in ! 

I did not know whether he spoke to me, or Mrs. 
Thrale; and Mrs. Thrale was in the same doubt, and 
as she owned, felt herself in a little palpitation for me, 
not knowing what might come next. Between us both^ 
therefore, he had no answer. 

' *^ It has been recommended to me," continued he ; 
^^ but I have no great desire to see it, because it has 
such a foolish name. Yet I have heard a great deal of 
it, too." 

He then repeated " EveUna*' — in a very languishing 
and ridiculous tone. 

My heart beat so quick against my stays that I 
almost panted with extreme agitation, from the dread 
either of hearing some horrible criticism, or of being 
betrayed: and I munched my biscuit as if I had not 
eaten for a fortnight. 

I believe the whole party were in some little conster- 
nation; Dr. Johnson began see-sawing; Mr. Thrale 

awoke; Mr. E , who I fear has picked up some 

notion of the affair from being so much in th& bouse^ 
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grinned amazingly; and Mr. Seward, biting his naila 
and flinging himself back in his chair, i am sure had 
wickedness enough to enjoy the whole scene. 

Mrs. Thrale was really a httle fluttered, but without 

» looking at me, said, 
I " And pray what, Mr. Lort, what have you heard of 
I"" 
^ Now, had Mrs. Thrale not been flurried, this was 
Che last question she should have ventured to ask 
before me. Only suppose what I must feel when I 
Iieard it. 

" Why they say," answered he, "that it's an account 
of a young lady's first entrance into company, and of 
the scrapes she gets into; and they say there's a great 
deal of character in it, but I have not cared to look in 
it, because the name is so foolish — ' Evelina ! ' " 

" Why foolish, sir?" cried Dr. Johnson. "Where's 
the folly of it?" 

" Why, I won't say much for the name myself," 
said Mrs. Thrale, " to those who don't know the reason 
of it, which I found out, but which nobody else seems 
to know." 

She then explained the name from Evelyn, according 
to my own meaning. 

" Well," said Dr. Johnson, " if that was the reason, 
it is a very good one." 

" Why, have you had the book here :" cried Mr. 
Lort, staring. 

"Ay, indeed, have we," said Mrs. Thrale ; " I read 
when I was last confined, and I laughed over it, and 
cried over it!" 

" O ho !" said Mr. Lort, " this is another thing ! 
you have had it here, I will certainly read it." 
" Had it ? ay," returned she ; " and Dr. Johnson, who 




76 DIARY AND LETTERS [1778 

would not look at it at first, was so caught by it when 
I put it in the coach with him, that he has sung its 
praises ever since, — and he says Richardson would have 
been proud to have written it." 

** O ho ! this is a good hearing !" cried Mn Lort; "if 
Dr. Johnson can read it, I shall get it with all speed/' 

** You need not go far for it/' said Mrs. Thrale, " for 
it's now upon yonder table." 

I could sit still no longer ; there was something so 
awkward, so uncommon, so strange in my then situa- 
tion, that I wished myself a hundred miles off; and in- 
deed, I had almost choaked myself with the biscuit, for 
I could not for my life swallow it ; and so I got up, 
and, as Mr. Lort went to the table to look for *^ Evelina," 
1 left the room, and was forced to call for water to wash 
down the biscuit, which literally stuck in my throat. 

I heartily wished Mr. Lort at Jerusalem. Notwith- 
standing all this may read as nothing, because all that 
was said was in my favour, yet at the time, when I 
knew not what might be said, I suffered the most severe 
trepidation. 

I did not much like going back, but the moment I 
recovered breath, I resolved not to make bad worse by 
staying longer away : but at the door of the room, I 
met Mrs. Thrale, who, asking me if I would have some 
water, took me into a back room, and burst into a 
hearty fit of laughter. 

" This is very good sport !" cried she ; " the man is 
as innocent about the matter as a child, and we shall 
hear what he says to it to-morrow at breakfast. I made 
a sign to Dr. Johnson and Seward not to tell him." 

When she found I was not in a humour to think it 
such good sport as she did, she grew more serious, and 
taking my hand kindly said. 
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^^B " May you never, Miss Burney, know any other pain 
^^tthKn that of hearing yourself praised ! and I am sure 
that yon must often feel." 

When I told her how much I dreaded being disco- 
vered, and besought her not to betray nae any further, 
she again began laughing, and openly declared she 
should not consult me about the matter. I was really 
uneasy, nay, quite uncomfortable, — for the first time I 
have been so since I came hither; but as we were 
obliged soon to return, I could not then press my re- 
quest with the earnestness I wished. But she told me 
that, as soon as I had left the room, when Mr. Lort 
took up "Evelina," he exclaimed contemptuously, 
" Why, it's printed for Lowndes !" and that Dr. John- 
son then told him there were things and characters in it 
more than worthy of Fielding. 

" Oh ho !" cried Mr. Lort; " what, is it better than 
Fielding?" 

"Harry Fielding," answered Dr. Johnson, "knew 
nothing but the shell of hfe." 

"So you, ma'am," added the flattering Mrs. Thrale, 
"have found the kernel." 

Are they all mad? or do they only want to make 






When we returned, to my great joy, they were talking 
of other subjects ; yet I could not sufficiently recover 
myself the whole evening to speak one word but in 
answer ; for the dread of the criticisms which Mr. Lort 
might innocently make the nest day, kept me in a moat 
imcomfortable state of agitation. 

When Mrs, Thrale and I retired, she not only, as 
usual, accompanied me to my room, but stayed with 
me at least an hour, talking over the affair. I seized 

ith eagerness this favourable opportunity of con- 
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joring her not merely not to tell Mr. Lort my secret, 
but ever after never to tell anybody. For a great while 
she only laughed^ saying, 

" Poor Miss Bnmey ! so you thought just to have 
played and sported with your sisters and cousins^ and 
had it aU your own way ; but now you are in for it ! 
But if you will be an author and a wit, you must take 
the consequences P' 

But when she found me seriously urgent^ and really 
frightened, she changed her note, and said, 

'^ Oh, if I find you are in earnest in desiring conceal- 
ment, I shall quite scold you ; for if such a desire does 
not proceed from affectation, 'tis from something 
worse/* 

" No, indeed," cried I, " not from affectation ; for my 
conduct has been as uniform in trying to keep snug as 
my words ; and I never have wavered : I never have 
told anybody out of my own family, nor half the bodies 
in it. And I have so long forborne making this request 
to you, for no other reason in the world but for fear yom 
should think me affected/* 

" Well, 1 won't suspect you of affectation,*' returned 
she — ^^^nay, 1 can*t, for you have looked like your name- 
sake in the ' Clandestine Marriage,* all this evening, * erf 
fifty colours, I wow and purtest ;' but when I clear you 
of that, I leave something worse.** 

*^ And what, dear madam, what can be worse ?** 

*^ Why, an over-delicacy that may make you unhappy 
all your life. Indeed you must check it — you must get 
the better of it : for why should you write a book, print 
a book, and have everybody read and like your book ; 
and then sneak in a corner and disown it !" 

"My printing it, indeed," said I, "tells terribly 
against me to all who' are unacquainted with the cir- 
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cumstaiicea that belonged to it ; but I had so little no- 
tion of being discovered, and was so well persuaded 
that the book would never be heard of, that 1 really 
thought myself as safe, and meant to be as private, 
when the book was at Mr. Lowndes's, as when it was in 
my own bureau." 

" Well, I don't know what we shall do with yon ! 
But indeed you must blunt a little of this delicacy, for 
the book has such success, that if you don't own it, 
somebody else will !" 

Yet notwitiistanding all her advice, and all her en- 
couragement, I was so much agitated by the certainty 
of being known as a scribbler, that I was really ill all 
night, and could not sleep. 

When Mrs. Thrale came to me the nest morning, she 
was quite concerned to find I had really suffered from 
my panics. 

" O ! Miss Burney," cried she, " what shall we do 
with you? This must be conquered; indeed this de- 
Ucacy must be got over." 

"Don't call it delicacy," cried I, "when 1 know you 
only think it foUy." 
■|i"Why, indeed," said she, laughing, "it is not very 

W"-" 

^F-**Well," cried I, "if, indeed, I am in for it, why I 

must seriously set aboutreconciling myself — yet I never 
can!" 

" We all love you," said the sweet woman, " we all 
love you deariy already ; but the time will come when 
we shall all be proud of you — so proud, we shall not 
know where to place you! You must set about a. 
comedy ; and set about it openly ; it is the true style 
of writing for you : but you must give up all these fears 
and this shyness; you must do it without any disad- 
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vantages ; and we will have no more of such sly^ sneak- 
ing, private ways !" 

I told her of my fright while at Chesington, concern- 
ing Mrs. Williams, and of the letter I wrote to beg 
my father would hasten to caution her. 

*^ And did he V* said she. 

*' Oh, yes ! directly." 

" Oh, fie ! — I am ashamed of him ! how can he think 
of humouring you in such maggots i If the book had 
not been liked, I would have said nothing to it. 
But it is a sweet book, and the great beauty of it is, 
that it reflects back all our own ideas and observations : 
for everybody must have met with something similar to 
almost all the incidents." 

In short, had I been the child of this delightful 
woman, she could not have taken more pains to recon- 
cile me to my situation : even when she laughed, she 
contrived, by her manner, still to reassure or to soothe 
me. 

We went down together. My heart was in my mouth 
as we got to the library, where all the gentlemen were 
waiting. I made Mrs. Thrale go in before me. 

Mr. Lort was seated close to the door, "Evelina^* in 
his hand. Mrs. Thrale began with asking how he found 
it? — I could not, if my life had depended on it, I am 
sure I could not, at that moment, have followed her 
in, and therefore, I skipped into the music-room. 

However foolish all this may seem, the foolery occa- 
sioned me no manner of fun, for I was quite in an 
agony. However, as I met with Miss Thrale, in a 
few minutes we went into the library together. 

Dr. Johnson was later than usual this morning, and 

did not come down till our breakfast was over, and Mrs. 

de had risen to give some orders, I believe : I, too> 
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rose, and took a book at another end of the room. 
Sometime after, before he had yet appeared, Mr. Thrale 
called out to me, 

" So, M iss Burneyj you have a mind to feel your legs 
before the doctor comes ?" 
" Why 30 ?" cried Mr, Lort. 

"Why, because when he comes she will be con- 
_ ined." 

■^ "Ay? — how is that ?" 

^ft "Why he never lets her leave him, but keeps her 
"prisoner till he goes to his own room." 

" Oh, ho '." cried Mr. Lort, " she is in great favour 
with him." 

" Tea," said Mr. Seward, " and I think he shows his 
taste." 

"I did not know," said Mr. Lort, "but he might 
keep her to help him in his ' Lives of the Poets/ if 
she's so clever." 

" And yet," said Mrs. Thrale, " Miss Bumey never 
flatters him, though she is such a favourite with him ;^ 
but the tables are tnrned, for he sits and flatters her all 
day long." 

"1 don't flatter him," said I, "because nothing I 
could say would flatter him." 

Mrs. Thrale then told a story of Hannah Moore, 
which I think exceeds, in its severity, all the severe 
things I have yet heard of Dr. Johnson's saying. 

When she was introduced to him, not long ago, she 
began singing his praise in the warmest manner, and 
talking of the pleasure and the instruction she had re- 
ceived from his writings, with the highest encomiums. 
For some time he heard her with thatquietness which a 
long use of praise has given him : she then redoubled her 
strokes, and, as Mr. Seward calls it, peppered still more 
TOL. I- Q 
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highly : till, at length, he turned suddenly to her, with 
a stem and angry countenance, and said '^Madam^ 
before you flatter a man so grossly to his face, you should 
consider whether or not your flattery is worth his 
having." 

Mr. Seward then told another instance of his deter- 
mination not to mince the matter, when he thought re- 
proof at all deserved. During a visit of Miss Brown's 
to Streatham, he was inquiring of her several things 
that she could not answer; and, as he held her so cheap 
in regard to books, he began to question her concern- 
ing domestic aflairs, — ^puddings, pies, plain work, and 
so forth. Miss Brown, not at all more able to give a 
good account of herself in these articles than in the 
others, began all her answers with '• Why, sir, one need 
not be obliged to do so, — or so,'' whatever was the 
thing in question. When he had finished his interroga- 
tories, and she had finished her ^^ need nots,'' he ended 
ihe discourse with saying, " As to your needs, my dear, 
they are so very many, that you would be frightened 
yourself if you knew half of them." 
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After breakfast on Friday, or yesterday, a curious 
trait occurred of Dr. Johnson^s jocosity. It was 
while the talk ran so copiously upon their urgency 
that I should produce a comedy. While Mrs. Thrale 
was in the midst of her flattering persuasions, the doc- 
tor, see -sawing in his chair, began laughing to himself 
60 heartily as to almost shake his seat as well as his 
sides. We stopped our confabulation, in which he had 
ceased to join, hoping he would reveal the subject of his 
mirth; but he enjoyed it inwardly, without heeding our 
curiosity, — till at last he said he had been struck with a 
notion that ^^Miss Burney would begin her dramatic 
career by writing a piece called * Streatham.^ '^ 

He paused, and laughed yet more cordially, and then, 
suddenly commanded a pomposity to his countenance 
and his voice, and added — " Yes ! * Streatham — a 
Farce!''' 

How little did I expect from this Lexiphanes, this 
great and dreaded lord of English literature, a turn for 
burlesque humour ! 

Streatham, September. — Our journey hither 
proved, as it promised, most sociably cheerful, and Mrs. 
Thrale opened still further upon the subject she began 
in St. MartinVstreet, of Dr. Johnson's kindness towards 
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me. To be sure she saw it was not totallv disagreeable 
to me; though I was really astounded when she hinted 
at my becoming a rival to Miss Streatfield in the doc- 
tor's good graces. 

" I had a long letter," she said, " from Sophy Streat- 
field t'other day, and she sent Dr. Johnson her elegant 
edition of the 'Classics;' but when he had read the 
letter, he said ' she is a sweet creature, and I love her 
much; but my little Burney writes a better letter.' 
Now," continued she, "that is just what I wished him to 
say of you both." 

Mr. Thraie came out to the door, and received me with 
more civility than ever; indeed we are beginning to grow 
a little acquainted. 

We had no company all day; but Mr. Thraie, being 
in much better spirits than when I was here last, joined 
in Ihe conversation, and we were mighty agreeable. But 
he has taken it into bis head to insist upon it that I am 
a spouter. To be sure I can't absolutely deny the fact; 
but yet I am certain he never had any reason to take 
such a notion. However, he has repeatedly asked me 
to read a tragedy to him, and insists upon it that I 
should do it marvellous well ; and when I ask him why, 
he says I have such a marking face. However, I told 
him I would as soon act to Mr. Garrick, or try attitudes 
to Sir Joshua Reynolds, as read to anybody at Streatham. 

The next morning, after church, I look a stroll round 
the grounds, and was followed by Miss Thraie, with a 
summons into the parlour, to see Miss Brown. I wil- 
lingly obeyed it, for I wished much to have a peep at her. 

She is very like tiie Duchess of Devonshire, only less 
handsome ; and, as [ expected, seems a gay, careless, 
lively, good-humoured girl. She came on horseback, 
mi stayed but a short time. 
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Our Monday's intended great party was very small, 
for people are so dispersed at present in various quarters, 
that nothing is more difficult than to get them together. 
In the list of invitations were included Mr. Garrick^ Sir 
Richard Jebb^ Mr. Lort, Mr. Seward^ Miss Brown, and 
Mr. Murphy, — all of whom were absent from town : we 
had, therefore, only Sir Joshua Reynolds, the two Miss 
Palmers, Dr. Calvert, Mr. Rose Fuller, and Lady Ladd» 
Dr. Johnson did not return. 

Sir Joshua I am much pleased with : I like his coun- 
tenance, and I like his manners, the former I think ex- 
pressive, soft, and sensible ; the latter gentle, unassuming, 
and engaging. 

The eldest Miss Palmer seems to have a better under-^ 
standing than Ofiy; but Offy has the most pleasing 
face. Dr. Calvert I did not see enough of to think 
about. 

The dinner, in quantity as well as quality, would have 
sufficed for forty people. Sir Joshua said, when the 
dessert appeared, '' Now if all the company should take 
a fancy to the same dish, there would be sufficient for 
all the company from any one." 

After dinner, as usual, we strolled out: I ran first inta 
the hall for my cloak, and Mrs. Thrale, running after 
me, said in a low voice, 

" If you are taxed with ' Evelina,^ don't own it; I in- 
tend to say it is mine, for sport's sake." 

You may think how much I was surprised, and how 
readily I agreed not to own it ; but I could ask no ques- 
tions, for the two Miss Palmers followed close, saying, 

" Now pray, ma'am, tell us who it is ?'* 

" No, no,'' cried Mrs. Thrale, ^^ who it is, you must find 
out; I have told you that you dined with the author; 
but the rest you must make out as you can." 
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Miss Thrale began tittering violently, but I entreated 
her not to betray me ; and, as soon as I could, I got 
Mrs. Thrale to tell me what all this meant. She then 
acquainted me, that when she first came into the parlour, 
she found them all busy in talking of ^^ Evelina;" and 
heard that Sir Joshua had declared he would give fifty 
pounds to know the author ! 

" Well,'^ said Mrs. Thrale, '^ thus much, then, I will 
tell you ; the author will dine with you to-day.'' 

They were then all distracted to know the party. 

" Why,'' said she, " we shall have Dr. Calvert, Lady 
Ladd, Rose Fuller, and Miss Burney." 

" Miss Burney ?*' quoth they, ^^ which Miss Burney V^ 

"Why, the eldest, Miss Fanny Burney; and so out 
of this list, you must make out the author.'' 

I shook my head at her, but begged her, at least, to 
go no further. 

" No, no," cried she, laughing, " leave me alone ; the 
fan will be to make them think it mine.^' 

However, as I learnt at night, when they were gone, 
Sir Joshua was so very importunate with Mr. Thrale, 
and attacked him with such eagerness, that he made 
him confess who it was, as soon as the ladies retired. 

Well, to return to our walk. The Miss Palmers 
grew more and more urgent. 

" Did we indeed," said the eldest, ^' dine with the 
author of ^ Evelina V " 

*^ Yes, in good truth did you." 

*^ Why then, ma'am, it was yourself!" 

" I shan't tell vou whether it was or not ; but were 
there not other people at dinner besides me? What 
think you of Dr. Calvert?" 

*' Dr. Calvert ? no, no ; I am sure it was not he : 
besides, they say it was certainly written by a woman.**' 
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*^ By a woman ? nay, then, is not here Lady Ladd, 
and Miss Burney^and Hester?'^ 

^' Lady Ladd I am sure it was not, nor could it be 
Miss Thrale's. O ma'am ! I begin to think it was really 
yours ! Now, was it not, Mrs. Thrale ?*' 

Mrs. Thrale only laughed. Lady Ladd, coming sud- 
denly behind me, put her hands on my shoulders^ and 
whispered, 

^^ Shall I tell?" 

« Tell ?— tell what V cried I, amazed. 

** Why, whose it is V* 

" O ma'am,'^ cried I, " who has been so wicked as to 
tell your ladyship ?'' 

*' Oh, no matter for that; I have known it some 
time.'^ 

I entreated her, however, to keep counsel, though I 
could not forbear expressing my surprise and chagrin. 

"A lady of our acquaintance," said Miss Palmer, 
" Mrs. Cholmondeley, went herself to the printer, but 
he would not tell.^' 

"Would he not ?'^ cried Mrs. Thrale; "why, then, 
he's an honest man.'' 

" Oh, is he so ?— nay, then, it is certainly Mrs. 
Thrale's r 

" Well, well, I told you before I should not deny it.^ 

" Miss Burney,'' said she, *^ pray do you deny it ?'' in 
a voice that seemed to say, — I must ask round, though 
rather from civility than suspicion. 

" Me ?" cried I, " oh no : if nobody else will deny it, 
why should I ? It does not seem the fashion to deny 
it.'' 

'^ No, in truth," cried she ; " I believe nobody would 
think of denying it that could claim it, for it is the 
sweetest book in the world. My uncle could not go to 
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bed till he liad finished it, and he says he is sure he 
shall make love to the author, if ever he meets with her, 
and it should really be a woman !" 

" Dear madam," cried Miss Offy, " I am sure it was 
you ; but why will you not own it at once 1" 

" I shall neither own nor deny anything about it." 

"A gentleman whom we know very well," said Miss 
Palmer, " when he could learn nothing at the printer's, 
took the trouble to go all about Snow Hill, to see if he 
could find any silversmith's." 

" Weil, he was a cunning creature !" said Mrs. 
Thrale; "but Dr. Johnson's favourite is Mr. Smith." 

" So lie is of everybody," answered she ; " he and all 
that family: everybody says such a family never was 
drawn before. But Mrs, Cholmondeley's favourite is 
Madame Duval; she acts her from morning tonight, 
and ma-J'oi's everybody she sees. But though we all 
want so much to know the author, both Mrs. Cholmon- 
deley and my uncle himself aay they should be fright- 
ened to death to be in her company, because she must 
be such a very nice observer, that there would be no 
escaping her with safety." 

What strange ideas are taken from mere book-reading ! 
But what follows gave me the highest delight I can 
feel. 

" Mr. Burke," she continued, "deals on it: he began 
it one morning at 7 o'clock, and could not leave it a. 
moment; be sat up all night reading it. He says he 
has not seen such a book he can't tell when." 

Mrs. Thrale gave me involuntarily a look of congratu- 
lation, and could not forbear exclaiming, " How glad she 
was Mr. Burke approved it !" This served to confirm the 
Palmers in their mistake, and they now, without further 
Questioning, quietly and unaffectedly concluded the 
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book to be really Mrs. Thrale's ; and Miss Palmer said^ 
— ^^ Indeed, ma'am^ you ought to write a novel every 
year: nobody can vi^rite like you !" 

I was both delighted and diverted at this mistake, 
and they grew so easy and so satisfied under it, that 
the conversation dropped> and Offy went to the barp- 
sichord. 

When the gentlemen came in to tea, Rose Fuller, 
who sat on the other side of me, began a conversation 
with the Miss Palmers in a very low voice, and they 
listened with a most profound attention ; but pre« 
sently, hearing Miss Palmer say, " How astonishing ! 
what an extraordinary performance ! what a nice ob- 
server she must be !" I began to fear Rose Fuller was 
himself au fait. However, they all spoke so low, I 
could only now and then gather a word ; but I found 
the tenour of the conversation to be all commendation, 
mixed with expressions of surprise. 

Lady Ladd would not let me listen as I wished to do, 
for she interrupted me to ask (almost killing herself with 
laughter as she spoke) whether I was ever at Vauxhall 
the last night? I knew what she meant, and wished 
young Branghton over head and ears in a kennel for 
drawing me into such a scrape. 

Not long after, the party broke up, and they took 
leave. 

I had no conversation with Sir Joshua all day ; but 
I found myself much more an object of attention to him 
than I wished to be ; and he several times spoke to me^ 
though he did not make love ! 

When they rose to take leave. Miss Palmer, with the 
air of asking the greatest of favours, hoped to see me 
when I returned to town ; and Sir Joshua, approaching 
me with the most profound respect^ inquired how long I 
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should remain at Streatham 1 A week, I believed 
then he hoped, when I left it, tliey should liave the 
honour of seeing me in Leicester-square. 

In short, the joke is, the people speak as if they were 
afraid of me, instead of my being afraid of tliem. It 
Beems, when they got to the door. Miss Palmer said to 
Mrs. Thrale, 
I ■ ■ " Ma'am, so it's Miss Burney after all !" 
^ " Ay, sure," answered she, " who should it be ?" 
P* " Ah ! why did not you tell us sooner 1" said Offy, 
" that we might have had a little talk about it V 

Here, therefore, end all my hopes of secrecy ! I take 
leave of them with the utmost regret, and though never 
yet was any scribbler drawn more honourably, more 
creditably, more partially into notice, I nevertheless can- 
not persuade myself to rejoice in the loss of my dear 
old obscurity. 
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Tuesday morning, Mrs. Thrale asked me if I did not 
it to see Mrs. Montagu? I truly said, I should 
the most insensible of all animals, not to like to see 

ir sex's glory. 

" Well," said she, " we'll try to make you see her. 
Sir Joshua says she is in town, and 1 will write and 
ask her here. I wish you to see her of all things." 

Mrs. Thrale wrote her note before breakfast. 

I had a great deal of private confab afterwards with 
Lady Ladd and Miss Thrale, concerning Miss Streat- 
field : I find she is by no means a favourite with either 
of tiiem, though she is half adored by Mr. and Mrs. 
Thrale, and by Dr. Johnson. And Lady Ladd, among 
other things, mentioned her being here once when Mrs. 
Montagu came, and blamed Mrs. Thrale for making 
much of her before Mrs. Montaiju j " who," she added. 
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^ has no notion of any girl acquaintance, and indeed, 
makes a point of only cultivating people of conse- 
quence." 

I determined; in my own mind^ to make use of this 
hint; and keep myself as much out of her way as I 
could. Indeed; at any rate, a woman of such celebrity 
in the literary world .would be the last I should 
covet to converse with, though one of the first I 
should wish to listen to. 

Lady Ladd went to town before dinner. Her lady- 
ship is immensely civil to me, and we are mighty facetious 
together. I find she has really some drollery about her, 
when she lays aside her dignity and stateliness, and is 
very fond of jocoseness^ to which she contributes her part 
much better than I first imagined she could. 

An answer came from Mrs. Montagu at noon. Mrs. 
Thrale gave it me to read : it was in a high strain of 
politessCy expressed equal admiration and regard for 
Mrs. Thrale, and accepted her invitation for the next 
day. But what was my surprise to read, at the bottom 
of the letter, " I have not yet seen ' Evelina/ but will 
certainly get it : and if it should not happen to please 
me, the disgrace must be mine, not the author'^s.' 

*^ Oh ma'am/' cried I, "what does this mean V 

" Why only," said she, ^' that, in my letter this 
morning, I said. Have you seen the new work called 
* Evelina Y it was written by an amiable young firiend 
of mine, and I wish much to know your opinion of it ; 
for if you should not approve it, what signifies the appro- 
bation of a Johnson, a Burke, Sec. ?" 

Oh what a woman is this Mrs. Thrale ! —since she will 
make the book known^ — how sweet a method was this 
of letting Mrs. Montagu know the honour it has re- 
ceived ! 
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Before dinner, to niy great joy. Dr. Johnson returned 
home f com Warley Common. I folio wed Mrs. Thrate 
into the hhrary to see him, and he is so near sighted, 
that he took uie for Miss Slreatfield : but he did not 
welcome me less kindly when he found his mistake, 
which Mrs. Thrale made kaown hy saying — " No, 'tis 
Miss Streatfield's rival. Miss Burney." 

At tea-time the subject turned upon the domestic 
economy of Dr. Johnson's own household. Mrs. Tlirale 
has often acquainted me that his house is quite filled 
and overrun with all sorts of strange creatures, whom he 
admits for mere charity, and because nobody else will 
admit them, — for his charity is unbounded,— or, rather, 
bounded only by his circumstances. 

The account he gave of the adventures and absurdi- 
ties of the set, was highly diverting-, but too diffused 
for writing, — though one or two speeches JE must give. I 
think I shall occasionally theatricalise my dialogues, 

Mrs. Thrale — Pray, sir, how does Mrs. Wiihams 
like all this tribe? 

Dr. Johnson — Madam, she does not like them at all ; 
but their fondness for her is not greater. She and De 
Mullin quarrel incessantly ; but as they can both be 
occasionally of service to each other, and as neither of 
tbem have any other place to go to, their animosity does 
not force them to sejiarate. 

Mrs. T. — And pray, sir, what is Mr. Macbean ? 

Dr. J. — Madam, he is a Scotchman : he is a man of 
great learning, and for his learning I respect him, and I 
wish to serve him. He knows many languages, and 
knows them well ; but he knows nothing of life- I ad- 
vised him to write a geographical dictionary ; but I have 
lost all hopes of his ever doing anything properly, since 
1 found he gave as much labour to Capua as to Rome. 
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Mr. T. — ^And pray who is clerk of yonr kitchen^ sir ? 

Dr. J. — Wby^ sir, I am afraid there is none ; a 
general anarchy prevails in my kitcheD, as I am told by 
Mr. Levat^ who says it is not now what it used to be ! 

Mrs. T. — ^Mr. Levat, I suppose, sir, has the o£5ce of 
keeping the hospital in health ? for he is an apothecary. 

Dr. J. — Levat, madam, is a brutal fellow, but I have 
a good regard for him ; for his brutality is in his man« 
ners, not his mind. 

Mr. T. — But how do you get your dinners drest ? , 

Dr. J. — ^Why De Mullin has the chief management 
of the kitchen ; but our roasting is not magnificent, foK 
we have no jack. 

Mr. T. — No jack ? Why how do they manage without ? 

Dr. J. — Small joints, I believe, they manage with a 
string, and larger are done at the tavern. I have some 
thoughts (with a profound gravity) of buying a jack^ 
because I think a jack is some credit to a house. 

Mr. T. — Well, but you'll have a spit, too ? 

Dr. J. — No, sir, no ; that would be superfluous ; for 
we shall never use it ; and if a jack is seen, a spit will 
be presumed ! 

Mrs. T. — But pray, sir, who is the Poll you talk of? 
She that you used to abet in her quarrels with Mrs. Wil- 
liams, and call out, ^^ at her again. Poll ! Never flinch^ 
Poll?" 

Dr. J. — ^Why I took to Poll very well at first, but she 
won^t do upon a nearer examination.^ 

Mrs. T. — How came she among you, sir? 

Dr. J. — ^Why I don't rightly remember, but we could 
spare her very well from us. Poll is a stupid slut ; I 
had some hopes of her at first ; but when I talked to 
her tightly and closely, I could make nothing of her ; 
she was wiggle waggle^ and I could never persuade her 



^bai 



*t778] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. ^ 95 

to be categorical. I wish Miss Burney would come 
among us ; if she would only give us a week, we should 
furnish her with ample materials for a new scene in her 
next work. 

A little while after he asked Mrs. Thrale, who had 
read " Evelina" in his absence ? 

"Who?" cried she; — "why Burke! — Burke sat up 
all night to finish it ; and Sir Joshua Reynolds is mad 
about itj and said he would give fifty pounds to know 
the author. But our fun was with his nieces — we 
aaade tbem believe I wrote the book, and the girls gave 
le the credit of it at once." 

I am sorry for it, madam," cried he, quite angrily, 
you were much to blame ; deceits of that kind ought 
never to be practised ; they have a worse tendency thaa 
you are aware of." 

Mrs. T. — Why, don't frighten yourself, sir; Miss 
Burney will have all the credit she has a right to, for I 
told them whose it was before they went. 

Dr. J. — But you were very wrong for misleading 
tbem a moment; such jests are extremely blameable ; 
they are foolish in the very act, and they are wrong, 
because they always leave a doubt upon the mind. 
What first passed will be always recollected by those 
girls, and they will never feel clearly convinced which 
wrote the book, Mrs. Thrale or Miss Burney. 

Mrs. T. — Well, well, I am ready to take my Bible 
oath it was not me; and if that won't do, Miss Burney 
must take hers too. 

I was then looking over the "Life of Cowley," which 
he had himself given me to read, at the same time that 
he gave to Mrs. Thraie that of Waller. They are now 
printed, though they will not be published for some time. 
But he bade me put it away. 
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"Do/' cried he, "put away that now, and prattle 
with us ; I can^t make this little Burney prattle, and I 
am sure she prattles well ; but I shall teach her another 
lesson than to sit thus silent before I have done with her/' 
" To talk/' cried I, " is the only lesson I shall be 
backward to learn from you, sir." 

" You shall give me/' cried he " a discourse upon the 
passions : come, begin ! Tell us the necessity of regu- 
lating them, watching over and curbing them ! Did 
you ever read Norris's * Theory of Love V " 
" No, sir/^ said I, laughing, yet staring a little. 
Dr. J. — Well, it is worth your reading. He will 
make you see that inordinate love is the root of all 
evil : inordinate love of wealth brings on avarice ; of 
wine, brings on intemperance; of power, brings on 
cruelty ; and so on. He deduces from inordinate love aU 
human frailty. 

Mrs. T. — To-morrow, sir, Mrs. Montagu dines 
here, and then you will have talk enough. 

Dr. Johnson began to see-saw, with a countenance 
strongly expressive of inward fun, and after enjoying it 
some time in silence, he suddenly, and with great anima- 
tion, turned to me and cried, 

*^ Down with her, Burney! — down with her! — spare 
her not ! — ^attack her, fight her, and down with her at 
once ! You are a rising wit, and she is at the top ; and 
when I was beginning the world, and was nothing and 
nobody, the joy of my life was to fire at all the esta- 
blished wits ! and then everybody loved to halloo me 
on. But there is no game now ; everybody would be 
glad to see me conquered : but then, when I was new, 
to vanquish the great ones was all the delight of my 
poor little dear soul ! So at her, Burney — at her, and 
down with her !*' 
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Oh, how we were all amused ! By the way I must tell 
you that Mrs. Montagu is in very great estimation here, 
even with Dr. Johnson himself, when others do not 
praise her improperly. Mrs. Thrale ranks lier as tlie 
first of women in the literary way. I should have told 
you that Miss Gregory, daughter of the Gregory who 
wrote the "Letters," or, "Legacy of Advice," lives 
^—with Mrs. Montagu, and was invited to accompany 

^H " Mark, now," said Dr. Johnson, " if I contradict her 
■io-TOorrow. I am determined, let her say what she will 
that I will not contradict her." 

Mrs. T. — Why, to be sure, air, you did put her a 
little out of countenance last time she came. Yet you 
were neither rough, nor cruel, nor ill-natured ; but still, 
when a lady changes colour, we imagine her feelings are 
not quite composed. 

Dr. J. — Why, madam, I won't answer that I shan't 
contradict her again, if she provokes me as she did then ; 
but a less provocation I will withstand. I helieve I am 
not high in her good graces already ; and I begin (added 
he, laughing heartily), to tremble for my admission into 

Er new house. I doubt 1 shall never see the inside of 
(Mrs, Montagu is building a most superb house.) 
Mrs. T Oh, I warrant you, she fears you, indeed ; 
t that, you know, is nothing uncommon : and dearly I 
'e to hear your disquisitions ; for certainly she is the 
first woman for literary knowledge in Englauv), and if 
in England, I hope 1 may say in the world. 

Dr. J. — I believe you may, madam. She diffuses 
more knowledge in her conversation than any woman I 
kuow, or, indeed, almost any man. 

Mrs, T. — I declare I know no man equal to her, 

, VOI.I I. H 
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take away yourself and Burke, for that art. And you 
i¥ho love magnificence, won't quarrel with her, as every- 
body else does, for her love of finery. 

Dr. J. — No, I shall not quarrel with her upon 
that topic. (Then, looking earnestly at me), *' Nay," 
he added, " it's very handsome !^' 

^^ What, sir?'' cried I, amazed. 

*^ Why, your cap : — I have looked at it some time, and 
I like it much. It has not that vile bandeau across it, 
which I have so often cursed.^^ 

Did you ever hear any thing so strange ? nothing 
escapes him. My Daddy Crisp is not more minute in 
his attentions : nay, I think he is even less so. 

Mrs. T, — Well, sir, that bandeau you quarrelled with 
was worn by every woman at court the last birthday, 
and I observed that all the men found fault with it. 

Dr. J.— The truth is, women, take them in general, 
have no idea of grace. Fashion is all they think of. I 
don^t mean Mrs. Thrale and Miss Burney, when I talk 
of women ! — ^they are goddesses ! — and therefore I ex- 
cept them. 

Mrs. T. — Lady Ladd never wore the bandeau, and 
said she never would, because it is unbecoming. 

Dr. J. — (Laughing.) Did not she? then is Lady 
Ladd a charming woman, and I have yet hopes of enter- 
ing into engagements with her ! 

Mrs. T. — ^Well, as to that I can't say ; but to be 
sure, the only simiUtude I have yet discovered in you, is 
in size : there you agree mighty well. 

Dr. J. — ^Why, if anybody could have worn the 
bandeau, it must have been Lady Ladd ; for there is 
enough of her to carry it off; but you are too little for 
any thing ridiculous ; that which seems nothing upon a 
Patagonian, will become very conspicuous upon a Lilli- 
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putiaiij and of you there is so little in all^ that one single 
absurdity would swallow up half of you. 

Some time after, when we had all been a few minutes 
wholly silent, he turned to me and said^ 

•* Come, Burney, shall you and I study our parts 
against Mrs. Montagu comes ?^^ 

'* Miss Burney,'' cried Mr. Thrale, ^^ you must get up 
your courage for this encounter ! I think you should 
begin with Miss Gregory ; and down with her first." 

Dr. J. — No, no, always fly at the engle ! down with 
Mrs. Montagu herself! I hope she will come full of 
« Evelina !" 



Wednesday. — ^At breakfast, Dr. Johnson asked me, 
if I had been reading his "Life of Cowley V* 

^* O yes,^' said I. 

" And what do you think of it ?^' 

*' I am delighted with it,'* cried I ; " and if I was 
somebody, instead of nobody, I should not have read it 
without telling you sooner what I think of it, and un- 
asked." 

Again, when I took up Cowley^s Life, he made me put 
it away to talk. I could not help remarking how very 
like Dr. Johnson is to his writing; and how much the 
same thing it was to hear or to read him ; but that no- 
body could tell that without coming to Streatham, for 
his language was generally imagined to be laboured and 
studied, instead of the mere common flow of his thoughts. 

" Very true,*^ said Mrs. Thrale, *^ he writes and talks 
with the same ease, and in the same manner ; but, sir 
(to him), if this rogue is like her book, how will she trim 
all of us by and by I Now, she dainties us up with all 
the meekness in the world; but when we are away, I sup- 
pose she pays us oflf finely." 

h2 
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^' My paying off," cried I, *' is like the Latin of 
Hudibras, 



•who never scanted, 



His learning unto such as wanted ; ' 

for I can figure like anything when I am with those who 
can't figure at all.'* 

Mrs. T. — Oh, if you have any mag in you, we'll draw 
it out ! 

. Dr. J. — A rogue ! she told me that if she was some 
body instead of nobody, she would praise my book ! 

F. B, — Why, sir, I am sure you would scoff my 
praise. 

Dr. J. — If you think that, you think very ill of me ; 
but you don't think it. 

Mrs. T. — We have told her what you said to Miss 
More, and I believe that makes her afraid. 

Dr. J. — Well, and if she was to serve me as Miss 
More did, I should say the same thing to her. But I 
think she will not. Hannah More has very good intel- 
lects, too; but she has by no means the elegance of 
Miss Burney. 

*^WeU," .cried I, '^ there are folks that are to be 
•spoilt, and folks that are not to be spoilt, as well in the 
world as in the nursery ; but what will become of me, I 
know not.^' 

Mrs. T. — Well, if you are spoilt, we can only say, no- 
thing in the world is so pleasant as being spoilt. 

Dr. J. — No, no; Burney will not be spoilt: she 
knows too well what praise she has a claim to, and what 
not, to be in any danger of spoiling. 

F. B. — I do, indeed, believe I shall never be spoilt at 
Streatham, for it is the last place where I can feel of 
any consequence. 
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I' Mrs. T.— Well, i 



, ^lie 



■ethe first toc&tcli her,-; 



r Miss Burney, ho' 



e have got, ' 



3 were tl 
will keep her. And so she'is a(tl our own. 

Dr. J. — Yes, I hope she is; Tsh'Ould-be veiy sorry to 
lose Mias Burney. ■' --- ■ 

F. B. — Ohj dear ! how can two such people ait and 
talk such ''-... 

Mrs. T. — Such stuff, you think? but Dr. Johnson's" 



Dr. J. — Love ? no, I don't entirely love her yet ; I 
must see more of her first ; I have much too high an 
opinion of her to flatter her. I have, indeed, seen 
nothing of her but what is fit to be loved, but I must 
know her more. I admire her, and greatly too. 

F. B. — AVell, this is a very new style to me ! I have 
long enough had reason to think myself loved, hut ad- 
miration is perfectly new to me. 

Dr. J. — I admire her for her observation, for her good 
sense, for her humour, for her discernment, for her man- 
ner of expressing them, and for all her writing talents. 



I quite sigh beneath the weight of such praise from 
such persons — sigh with mixed gratitude for the pre- 
sent, and fear for the future ; for I think I shall never, 
never be able to support myself long so well with them. 
^ We could not prevail with him to stay till fllrs. Mon- 
^^gu arrived, though, by appointment, she came very 
kearly. She and Miss Gregory came by one o'clock. 
There was no party to meet her. 

She is middle-sized, very thin, and looks infirm; she 

lias a sensible and penetrating countenance, and the air 

and manner of a woman accustomed to being distin- 

guiBhed, and of great parts. Dr. Johnson, who agrees 

■in this, told us that a Mrs, Hervey, of his acquaintance. 
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says, she can remember Mrs. Montagu trying for this 
same air and manner. Mr: Crisp has said the same : 
however, nobody ca^ ir?w impartially see her, and not 
confess that she'has-isXtr^mely well succeeded. 

M^ e:ypectafk>ns, which were compounded of the 
prjiise.of Mrs.*Thrale, and the abuse of Mr. Crisp, were 
laapst exactly answered, for I thought her in a medium 

Miss Gregory is a fine young woman, and seems gentle 
and well-bred. 

A bustle with the dog Presto — Mrs. Thrale's fayourite 
— at the entrance of these ladies into the library, pre* 
vented any formal reception ; but as soon as Mrs. Mon- 
tagu heard my name, she inquired very civilly after my 
father, and made many speeches concerning a volume 
of " Linguet," which she has lost; but she hopes soon 
to be able to replace it. I am sure he is very high in her 
favour, because she did me the honour of addressing 
herself to me three or four times. 

But my ease and tranquillity were soon disturbed : 
for she had not been in the room more than ten minutes, 
ere, turning to Mrs. Thrale, she said, 

'•Oh, ma'am — but your * Evelina' — I have not yet 
got it — I sent for it, but the bookseller had it not. How- 
ever, I will certainly have it." 

" Ay, I hope so,^^ answered Mrs. Thrale, ^^ and I hope 
you will like it too ; for 'tis a book to be liked." 

I began now a vehement nose-blowing, for the benefit 
of handkerchiefing my face. 

^^ I hope though,^' said Mrs. Montagu, drily, "it is 
not in verse ? I can read anything in prose, but I have 
a great dread of a long story in verse." 

" No, ma'am, no ; 'tis all in prose, I assure you. 'Tis 
a novel ; and an exceeding — but it does nothing good 
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to be praised too much, so I will say nothing more about 
it: only this, that Mr. Burke sat up all night to read it." 

" Indeed ? Welt, I propose myself great pleasure from 

it ; and 1 am gratified by hearing it is written by a 

woman." 

^ "And Sir Joshua Reynolds," contmued Mrs. Thraie, 

■fFbas been offering fifty pounds to know the author." 

I "Well, I will have it to read on my journey; I am 

going to Berkshire, and it shall be my travelling book." 

"No, ma'am, if you please you shall have it now. 
Queeny, do look it for Mrs. Montagu, and let it be put 
in her carriage, and go to town with her." 

MIbs Thraie rose to look for it, and involuntarily I 
rose too, intending to walk off, for niy situation was in- 
expressibly awkward ; but then I recollected that if I 
went away, it might seem like giving Mrs. Thraie leave 
and opportunity to tell my tale, and therefore I stopped 
at a distant window, where I busied mystlf in contem- 
plating the poultry. 

"And Dr. Johnson, ma'am," added my kind puffer. 

Bays Fielding never wrote so well— never wrote equal 
'to this book ; he says it is a better picture of life and 
manners than is to be found anywhere in Fielding." 

" Indeed ?" cried Mrs. Montagu surprised ; " that E 
did not expect, for I have been informed it is the work 
of a young lady, and therefore, though I expected a very 
pretty book, I supposed it to he a work of mere imagi- 
nation, and the name I thought attractive ; but life and 
manners I never dreamt of finding." 

*' Well, ma'am, what I tell you is literally true ; and 
for my part, I am never better pleased than when good 
girls write clever books— and that this is clever — But 
all this time we are kiUing Miss Burney, who wrote the 

lok herself." 



*" 
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What a clap of thunder was this ! — the last thing 
in the world I should have expected before my face ! 
I know not what bewitched Mrs. Thrale, but this 
was carrying the jest further than ever. All retenu 
being now at an end, I fairly and abruptly took to my 
beelsy and ran out of the room with the utmost trepida- 
tion, amidst astonished exclamations from Mrs. Mon- 
tagu and Miss Gregory. 

I was horribly disconcerted, but I am now so irre- 
coverably in for it, that I begin to leave off reproaches 
and expostulations ; indeed, they have very little availed 
me while they might have been of service, but now they 
would pass for mere parade and affectation ; and there- 
fore since they can do no good, I gulp them down. I 
find them, indeed, somewhat hard of digestion, but they 
must make their own way as well as they can. 

I determined not to make my appearance again till 
dinner was upon table ; yet I could neither read nor 
write, nor indeed do anything but consider the new 
situation in life into which I am thus hurried — I bad al- 
most said forced-^and if I had, methinks it would be no 
untruth. 

Miss Thrale came laughing up after me, and tried to 
persuade me to return. She was mightily diverted all the 
morning, and came to me with repeated messages of 
summons to attend the company ; but 1 could not brave 
it again into the room, and therefore entreated her to 
say I was finishing a letter. Yet I was sorry to lose so 
much of Mrs. Montagu. 

When dinner was upon table, I followed the proces- 
sion, in a tragedy step, as Mr. Thrale will have it, into 
the dining-parlour. Dr. Johnson was returned. 

The conversation was not brilliant, nor do I remember 
much of it; but Mrs. Montagu behaved to me just as I 
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could have wished, since she spoke to nie very little, but 
spoke that httlc with the utmost pohteness. But Miss 
Gregory, though herself a very modest giil, quite stared 
me out of countenance, and never took her eyes off my 
face. 

When Mrs. Montagu's new house was talked of, Dr. 
Johnson, in a jocose manner, desired to know if he 
should he invited to see it. 

"Ay, sure," cried Mrs. Montagu, looking well 
pleased; "or else I shan't like it : but I invite you all 
to a house warming ; I shall hope for the honour of see- 
ing all this company at my new house next Easter day : 
I fix the day now that it may he remembered." 

Everybody bowed and accepted the invite but me, 
and I thought fitting not to hear it; for I have no no- 
tion of snapping at invites from the eminent. But Dr. 
Johnson, who sat next to me, was determined 1 should 
be of the party, for he suddenly clapped his hand oa 
my shoulder, and called out aloud, 

" Little Bumey, you and I will go together!" 

" Yes, surely," cried Mrs. Montagu, " I shall hope 
for the pleasure of seeing ' Evelina.'|" 
l. " ' Evelina V " repeated he ; " has Mrs. Montagu then 
^■MUid out ' Evelina V " 

f" "Yes," cried she, " and I am proud of it: I am proud 
that a work so'commended should be a woman's." 

Oh, how my face burnt ! 

■* Has Mrs, Montagu," asked Dr. Johnson, " read 
Evelina?'" 

No, sir, not yet ; but I shall immediately, for I feel 
greatest eagerness to read it." 

"I am very sorry, madam," replied he, "that you 
have not read it already, because you cannot speak of it 

ith a full conviction of its merit: which, I believe. 
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when you have read it, you will find great pleasure in 
acknowledging/' 

Some other things were said, but I remember them 
not^ for I could hardly keep my place : but my sweet, 
naughty Mrs. Thrale looked delighted for me. 

I made tea as usual^ and Mrs. Montagu and Miss 
Gregory seated themselves on each side of me. 

^^I can see/' said the former, *^that Miss Burney is 
very like her father, and that is a good things for every- 
body would wish to be like Dr. Burney. Pray when 
you see him, give my best respects to him ; I am afraid 
he thinks me a thief with his ^ Linguet;' but I assure 
you I am a very honest woman, and I spent full three 
hours in looking for it.'' 

^^ I am sure," cried Mrs. Thrale, " Dr. Burney would 
much rather you should have employed that time about 
some other book." 

They went away very early, because Mrs. Montagu is 
a great coward in a carriage. She repeated her invita- 
tion as she left the room. So now that I am invited to 
Mrs. Montagu^ I think the measure of my glory 
full! 

When they were gone, how did Dr. Johnson astonish 
me by asking if I had observed what an ugly cap Miss 
Gregory had on ? And then taking both my handsj 
and looking at me with an expression of much kindness, 
he said, 

"Well, Miss Burney, Mrs. Montagu now will read 
' Evelina.' " 

To read it he seems to think is all that is wanted, 
and, far as I am from being of the same opinion, I dare 
not to him make disqualifying speeches, because it might 
seem impertinent to suppose her more difficult to please 
than himself. 
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" You were very kind, sir/' cried I, " to speak of it 
with so much favour and indulgence at dinner ; yet I 
hardly knew how to sit it then^ though I shall be always 
proud to remember it hereafter/' 

'^ Why, it is true/' said he, kindly, '^ that such things 
are disagreeable to sit^ nor do I wonder you were dis- 
tressed ; yet sometimes they are necessary." 
. Was this not very kind ? I am sure he meant that 
the sanction of his good opinion, so publicly given to 
Mrs. Montagu, would in a manner stamp the success of 
my book; and though, had I been allowed to preserve 
the snugness I had planned, I need not have con- 
cerned myself at all about its fate, yet now that I find 
myself exposed with it, I cannot but wish it insured from 
disgrace* 

*«Well, sir/' cried I, ''I don't think I shall mind 
Mrs. Montagu herself now ; after what you have said, 
I believe I should not mind even abuse from any one.^ 

''No, no, never mind them !" cried he ; "resolve not 
to mind them : they can do you no serious hurt." 

Mrs. Thrale then told me such civil things. Mrs. 
Montagu, it seems, during my retreat, inquired very 
particularly what kind of book it was? 

•' And I told her/' continued Mrs. Thrale, *' that it 
was a picture of life, manners^ and characters. ' But 
won't she go on?' says she; ^surely she won't stop 
here V 

" ' Why,' said I, ' I want her to go on in a new path 
— I want her to write a comedy.' 

'^ 'But,' said Mrs. Montagu, ' one thing must be con- 
sidered ; Fielding, who was so admirable in novel writing, 
never succeeded when he wrote for the stage/ " 

'^ Very well said," cried Dr. Johnson ; " that was an 
answer which showed she considered her subject." 
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Mrs. Thrale continued : 

" * Well, but a propos^ said Mrs. Montagu, ^ if Miss 
Bumey does write a play, I beg I may know of it ; or, if 
she thinks proper, see it ; and all my influence is at her 
service. We shall all be glad to assist in spreading the 
fame of Miss Bumey.^ " 

I tremble for what all this will end in. I verily think 
I had best stop where I am, and never again attempt 
writing : for after so much honour, so much success — 
how shall I bear a downfall ? 

Mrs. T. — O, d. propos ; now you have a new edition 
coming out, why should you not put your name to 
it? 

F. B. — O ma^am — I would not for the world ! 

Mrs. T. — And why not? come, let us have done 
now with all this diddle-daddle. 

F. B. — No, indeed, ma'am ; so long as I live I never 
can consent to that. 

Mrs. T. — Well, but seriously, Miss Bumey, why 
should you not? I advise it with all my heart, and Fli 
tell you why ; you want hardening, and how can you get 
it better than by putting your name to this book (to 
begin with), which everybody likes, and against which I 
have heard nobody offer any objection ? You can never 
write what will please more universally. 

F. B. — But why, ma'am, should I be hardened ? 

Mrs. T. — ^To enable you to bear a little abuse by-and- 
bye. 

F. B. — Oh, Heaven forbid I should be tried in that 
way ! 

Mrs. T. — Oh, you must not talk so ; I hope to live 
to see you trimmed very handsomely. 

F. B. — Heaven forbid! I am sure I should bang or 
drown myself in such a case ! 



778] 



OF THE AUTHOE OF EVELINA. 



Mrs.T. — You grieve me to hear you talk so; is not 
everybody abused that meets with success ? You must 
prepare yourself not to mind a few squibs. How is Dr. 
JohosoQ abused ! and who thinks the worse of him ? 

This comparison made me grin, and so our discourse 
ended. But pray Heaven may spare me the horror ir- 
recoverable of personal abuse ! Let them criticise, cut, 
slash, without mercy my book, and let them neglect 
nie; but may God avert my becoming a public theme 
of ridicule ! In such a case, bow should I wish " Eve- 
lina" had followed her humble predecessors to the all 
devouring flames, which, in consuming her, would have 
preserved her creatress ! 

Monday, Septembee 21st. — I am more comfort- 
able here than ever; Dr. Johnson honours me with 
increasing kindness ; Mr. Thrale is much more easy 
and sociable than when I was here before; I am 
quite jocose, whenever I please, with Miss Thrale; 
and the charming head and life of the house, her 
mother, stands the test of the closest esamination, 
as well and as much to her honour as she does a mere 
cursory view. She is, indeed, all that ig excellent and 
desirable in woman. 

1 have had a thousand delightful conversations with 
Dr. Johnson, who, whether he loves me or not, I am 
Bure seems to have some opinion of my discretion, for 
he speaks of all this house to me with unbounded con- 
fidence, neither diminishing faults, nor exaggerating 
praise. Whenever he is below stairs he keeps me a 
prisoner, for he does not like I should quit the room a 
moment; if I rise he constantly calls out "Don't you 
go, little Burney !" 
Last night, when we were talking oi compliments 
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and of gross speeches^ Mrs.Tbrale most justly said, that 
nobody could make either like Dr. Johnson. ''Your 
compliments^ sir, are made seldom, but when they are 
made they have an elegance unequalled ; but then when 
you are angry, who dares make speeches so bitter and 
80 cruel y 

Dr. J. — ^Madam, I am always sorry when I make 
bitter speeches, and I never do it, but when I am in- 
sufferably vexed. 

Mrs. T. — ^Yes, sir; but you suffer things to yex 
you, that nobody else would vex at. I am sure I have 
had my share of scolding from you ! 

Dr. J. — It is true, you have ; but you have borne it 
like an angel, and you have been the better for it. 

Mrs. T. — ^That I believe, sir : for I have received 
more instruction from you than from any man, or any 
book : and the vanity that you should think me worth 
instructing, always overcame the vanity of being found 
fault with. And so you had the scolding, and I the 
improvement. 

F. B. — ^And I am sure both make for the honour of 
both! 

Dr. J. — I think so too. But Mrs. Thrale is a sweet 
creature, and never angry; she has a temper the most 
delightful of any woman I ever knew. 

Mrs. T. — ^This I can tell you, sir, and without any 
flattery — I not only bear your reproofs when present, but 
in almost everything I do in your absence, I ask myself 
whether you would like it, and what you would say to 
it. Yet I believe there is nobody you dispute with 
oftener than me. 

F. B, — But you two are so well established with one 
another, that you can bear a rebuff that would kill a 
stranger. 
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) Dr. J. — Yes; but we disputed the same before we 
Fcre BO well establislied with one another. 

Mrs. T. — Oh, sometimes I think I shall die no 
other death than hearing the bitter things he says to 
others. What he says to myself I can bear, because I 
know how sincerely he is my friend, and that he means 
to mend me ; but to others it is cruel. 

Dr. J. — Why, madam, you often provoke me to say 
severe things, by unreasonable commendation. If you 
would not call for my praise, I would not give you my 
censure ; but it constantly moves my indignation to be 
applied to, to speak well of a thing which I think con- 
temptible. 

F. B. — Well, this I know, whoever I may hear com- 
plain of Dr. Johnson's severity, I shall always vouch 
for his kindness, as far as regards myself, and his indul- 
gence. 

Mrs. T. — Ay, but I hope he will trim you yet, too ! 

Dr. J. — I hope not : I should be very sorry to say 
anything that should vex ray dear little Burney. 

F. B. — If you did, sir, it would vex me more than you 
can imagine. I should sink in a minute. 

Mrs. T.i^I remember, sir, when we were travelling in 
Wales, how you called me to account for my civility to 
the people; 'Madam,' you said, 'let me have no more of 
this idle commendation of nothing. Whyis it, that what- 
ever you see, and whoever you see, you are to be so In- 
discriminately lavish of praise ?' 'Why Til tell you, sir,' 
said I, 'when I am with you, and Mr. Thrale, and 
Queeny, I am obliged to be civil for four !' 

There was a cutter for you ! But this I must say, for 
the honour of both — Mrs. Thrale speaks to Dr. Johnson 
with as much sincerity, (though with greater softness,) as 
e does to her. 
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Welly DOW I baTe givm so many fine compli- 
ments from Dr. Johnson and Mrs. Thrale, snppoae, by 
way of contrast and rariety, I give a few of Rose 
Fuller's. He called beie on Saturday mornings wifb 
his little dog Sharp, who is his constant companioo. 
When the common salutations w^e oyer, and everybody 
had said something to him and his dog, he applied to me. 

^ Well, Miss Bumey, and how do yon do ? Piay 
how do you Uke my little dog ? His name is Sharp." 

F. B.— Oh, yery well ! 

Mr. Fuller. — I am very glad to bear it; I shall pique 
myself upon Miss Bumey's opinion, and * that sort of 
thing;' I assure you I am quite proud of it. I have got 
an ^ Evelina ' of my own, now, Mrs. Thrale ; we shall 
break the bookseller, for Dr. Calvert sent for it too. I 
am now in the middle of the second volume : upon my 
word, Miss Bumey, ' in that sort of way,' 'tis amazing how 
you've hit off characters! Upon my word, I never 
read anything higher ! I declare I never laughed so in 
my life. And, give me leave to say, for ' that sort of 
thing,' I think that Captain a very ingenious sort of man ; 
upon my word he is quite smart in some of his replies ; 
but he is too hard upon the old Frenchwoman, too. 

In the evening he came to tea, with Mr. Stephen 
Fuller, his uncle, a sensible and gentlemanUke looking 
man, but who is dreadfully deaf. Rose Fuller sat by 
me, and began again upon *' Evelina f^ indeed, now the 
ice is broken, I believe he will talk of nothing else. 

^^ Well, Miss Bumey, I must tell you all the secrets, 
now, in that sort of way. I put the first volume into Mr. 
Stephen Fuller's hands ; but I did not tell him, — don't 
be alarmed, — 1 kept counsel ; but upon my word, you 
never saw a man laugh so ! I could hardly get him to 
come, in that sort of way ; be says he never saw charac* 
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tere so well hit off, — true ! npon my word ! I was 
obliged to take the book from him^ ^ and that sort of 
thing/ or we should have been too late for dinner. 
Bttt, upon my word, ^tis amazing, everybody says, in 
that sort of way/' 

Streatham, September 26. — I have, from want of 
time, neglected my journal so long, that I cannot now 
pretend to go on methodically, and be particular as to 
dates. 

Messrs. Stephen and Rose Fuller stayed very late 
on Monday ; the former talking very rationally upon 
various subjects, and the latter boring us with his sys- 
tems and " those sort of things." Yet he is something of 
a favourite, "in that sort of way," at this house, because 
of his invincible good humour, and Mrs. Thrale says she 
would not change him as a neighbour for a much wiser 
man. Dr. Johnson says he would make a very good 
Mr. Smith : " Let him but,'' he adds, "pass a month or 
two in Holborn, and I would desire no better.'^ 

The other evening the conversation fell upon Romney, 
the painter, who has lately got into great business, and 
who was first recommended and patronised by Mr. 
Cumberland. 

" See, madam," said Dr. Johnson, laughing, " what 
it is to have the favour of a literary man ! I think I 
have had no hero a great while ; Dr. Goldsmith was 
xny last ; but I have had none since his time till my 
little Burney came I" 

"Ay, sir,'' said Mrs. Thrale, ^' Miss Burney is the 
heroine now ; is it not really true, sir ?" 

"To be sure it is, my dear!" answered he, with a 
gravity that made not only me, but Mr. Thrale laugh 
heiirtily. 

Another time, Mr. Thrale said he had seen Dr. Jebb, 

VOL. I. I 
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<*and he told me he was afraid Miss Burney would have 
gone into a consumption^*' said he ; ^^ but I informed him 
how well you are^ and he committed you to my care ; so 
I shall insist now upon being sole judge of what wine 
you drink." 

(N.B. He had often disputed this point). 

Dr. J. — Why did Dr. Jebb forbid her wine ? 

F. B. — Yes, sir. 

Dr. J. — Well, he was in the right ; he knows how 
apt wits are to transgress that way. He was certainly 
right ! 

In this sort of ridiculous manner he wits me eter- 
nally. But the present chief sport with Mrs. Thrale is 
disposing of me in the holy state of matrimony, and she 
offers me whoever comes to the house. This was begun 
by Mrs. Montagu, who, it seems, proposed a match for 
me in my absence, with Sir Joshua Reynolds! — no. less 
a man, I assure you ! 

When I was dressing for dinner, Mrs. Thrale told me 
that Mr. Crutchley was expected. 

'' Who's he r' quoth I. . 

"A young man of very large fortune, who was a 
ward of Mr. Thrale. Queeny, what do you say of him 
for Miss Burney ?" 

" Him ?" cried she ; " no, indeed ; what has Misa 
Burney done to have him ?'^ 

"Nay, believe me, a man of his fortune may offer 
himself anywhere. However, I won't recommend 
him.'' 

" Why then, ma'am," cried I, with dignity, " I re* 
ject him P' 

This Mr. Crutchley stayed till after breakfast the 
next morning. I can^t tell you anything of him, he», 
cause I neither like nor dislike him. 
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f Mr. Crutchley was scarce gone, ere Mr. Smith ar- 
rived. Mr. Smith ia a second cousin of Mr. Thrale, 
and a modest pretty sort of younf; man. 

He stayed till Friday morning. When he was gone, 

fe" What say you to him. Miss Burney f" cried Mrs. 
rale — " I am sure I offer you variety." 
■'Why I like him better than Mr. Crutchley, but I 
uurt't think I shall pine for either of them." 

" Dr. Johnson," said Mrs. Thrale, "don't you think 
Jerry Crutchley very much improved ?" 

kDr. J. — Yes, madam, I think he is. 
rMrs. T.— Shall be have Miss Burney ? 
Dr. J.— Why, I think not; at least I must know- 
more of bim ; I must inquire into his connexions, his 
recreations, his employments, and bia character, from his 
intimates, before I trust Miss Burney with bim. And 
be must come down very handsomely with a settlement. 
I will not have bim left to his generosity ; for as he 
will marry her for her wit, and she him for his fortune, 
he ought to bid well ; and iet bim come down with what 
he will, bis price will never be equal to her wortli. 
Mrs. T.— She says she likes Mr, Smith better. 
Dr. J. — Yes, but I won't have her like Mr. Smith 
without the money, better than Mr. Crutchley with it. 
Besides, if she has Crutchley, he will use her well, to vin- 
dicate his choice. The world, madam, has a reasonable 
claim upon all mankind to account for their conduct; 
therefore, if with bis great wealth be marries a woman 
who has but little, he will be more attentive to display 
her merit than if she was equally rich, — in order to show 
_ that the woman he has chosen deserves from the world all 
e respect and admiration it can bestow, or that else 
s would not have been his choice, 

), T.— I believe young Smith is the better man. 



116 DIARY AND LETTERS [1778 

F. B. — WeU, I wonH be rash in thinking of either; I 
will take some time for consideration before I fix. 

Dr. J.— Why, I don't hold it to be delicate to offer 
marriages to ladies^ even in jest, nor do I approve such 
sort of jocularity ; yet for once I must break through 
the rules of decorum, and propose a match myself for 
Miss Burney. I therefore nominate Sir J L ^ 

Mrs. T. — rU give you my word, sir, you are not the 
first to say that, for my master the other morning, when 
we were alone, said, " What would I give that Sir J— — 
L was married to Miss Burney ; it might re^re 

him to our family.'^ So spoke his uncle and guardian. 

F. B.— He, he ! Ha, ha ! He, he ! Ha, ha ! 

Dr. J. — That was elegantly said of my master, and 
nobly said, and not in the vulgar way we have been 
saying it. And where, madam, will you find another 
man in trade who will make such a speech — who will 
be capable of making such a speech ? Well, I am glad 
my master takes so to Miss Burney; I would have 
every body take to Miss Burney, so as they allow me to 
take to her most ! Yet I don't know whether Sir J— — 

L should have her, neither. I should be afraid for 

her ; I don^t think I would hand her to him. 

F. B. — Why, now, what a fine match is here broken 
off! 

Some time after, when we were in the library, he 
asked me very gravely if I loved reading ? 

« Yes," quoth I. 

" Why do you doubt it, sir ?" cried Mrs. Thrale. 

'• Because,'' answered he, " I never see her with a. 
book in her hand. I have taken notice that she never 
has been reading whenever I have come into the room.'* 

** Sir,'* quoth I, courageously, ^* I am always afraid of 
being caught reading, lest I should pass for being stu- 
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Ibous or affected, and therefore instead of making a 
^display of books, I always try to hide them, as is the 
case at this very time, for I have now your 'Life of 
Waller' under my gloves behind me. However, since I 
am piqued to it, I'll boldly produce my voucher." 

And BO saying, I put the hook on the table, and 
opened it with a flouiiahing air. And then the laugh 
was on my side, for he could not help making a droll 
face ; and if he had known Kitty Cooke, I would have 
called out, "There I had you, my lad !" 

" And now," quoth Mrs. Thrale, " you must be more 
careful than ever of not being thought bookish, for now 
you are known for a wit and a Oel esprit, you will be 
watched, and if you are not upon your guard, all the 
miesea will rise up against you." 

Dr. J. — Nay, nay, now it is too late. You may read as 
much as you will now, for you are in for it, — you are 
dipped over head and ears in the CastaUan stream, and 
80 I hope you will he invulnerable. 

Auotbertime, when wewere talking of the licentious- 
ness of the newspapers. Dr. Johnson said, 

" I wonder they have never yet had a touch at little 
Barney." 

"Oh, Heaven forbid !" cried I: "I am sure if they did, 
I believe 1 should try the depth of Mr. Thrale's spring- 
pond." 

" No, no, my dear, no," cried he, kindly, " you must 
resolve not to mind them ; you must set yourself against 
them, and not let any such nonsense affect you." 

" There is nobody," said Mrs, Thrale, " tempers the 
satirist with so much meekness as Miss Burney." 

Satirist, indeed 1 is it not a satire upon words, to call 
me so? 

"I hope to Heaven I shall never be tried," cried I, 
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*^ for I am sure I should never bear it Of my book they 
may say what they will and welcome^ but if they touch 
at me — I shall be — '^ 

"Nay,'^ said Mrs. Thrale, ^Mf you are not afraid for 
the book, I am sure they can say no harm of the 
author/* 

*' Never let them know/* said Dr. Johnson, ^' which 
way you shall most mind them, and then they will stick 
to the book ; but you must never acknowledge how ten- 
der you are for the author/' 

Mr. Crisp to Miss F. Bumey. 

6th Nov. 1778. 
My dear Fannikin, 

Since peace is proclaimed, and I am got out of 
my hobble, I am content, and shall never lose a thought 
more in considering how I got into it. My object now is to 
reap the fruits of the accommodation ; of which the prin- 
cipal article is to be, an open trade and renewal of com- 
merce and confidence, together with a strict observance 
of former treaties, by which no new alliances are to be 
formed to the prejudice of the old family compact. These 
preHminaries being acceded to, nothing now remains but 
to sing Te Deum^ and play off the fireworks. 

I do entirely acquit you of all wish or design of being 
known to the world as an author. I believe it is ever 
the case with writers of real merit and genius, on the 
appearance of their first productions : as their powers 
are finer and keener than other people's, so is their sen- 
sibility. On these occasions they are as nervous as Lady 
Louisa in ^'Evelina." But surely these painful feel- 
ings ought to go off when the salts of general ap- 
plause are continually held under their nose. It is then 
time to follow your friend Dr. Johnson's advice, and 
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E ■fece the world, and not be ashamed of the distiactiou 
you have faiily earned, especially when it is apparent 
you do not court it, 

I now proceed to assume the daddy, and consequently 
the privilege of giving counsel. Your kind and judi- 
cious friends are certainly in the right in wishing you to 
make your talents turn to something more solid than 
empty praise. When you come to know the world half 
8o well as I do, and what yahoos mankind are, you will 
then be convinced that a state of independence is the 
only basis on which to rest your future ease and comfort. 
You are now young, lively, gay. You please, and the 
world smiles upon you — this is your time. Years and 
wrinkles in their due season (perhaps attended with 
want of health and spirits) will succeed. You will then 

no longer the same Fanny of 1778, feasted; caressed, 

Imired, with all the soothing circumstances of your 

ssent situation. The Thrales, the Johnsons, the Se- 
vards, Cholmondelys, Etc., &c., who are now so high in 
fashion, and might be such powerful protectors as almost 
to insure success to anytliingthat is tolerable, may then 
themselves be moved off the stage. I will no longer 
dwell on so disagreeable a change of the scene ; let me 
only earnestly urge you to act vigorously (what I really 
believe is in your power) a distinguished part in the pre- 
sent one — "now while it is yet day, and before the night 
Cometh, when no man can work." 

J must again and again repeat my former admonitions 
regarding your posture in reading and writing; it is of 

inite consequence, especially to such lungs, and such 

rame as yours. 

Lastly, if you do resolve to undertake anything of the 
iture your friends recommend, keep it (if possible) an 
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impenetrable secret that you are eyen aboat such a 
work. Let it be all your own till it is finished entirely 
in your own way ; it will be time enough then to con- 
sult such friends as you think capable of judging and 
advising. If you suffer any one to interfere till then, 'tis 
ten to one His the worse for it — it won^t be all of a 
piece. In these cases generally the more cooks the 
worse broth, and I have more than once observed those 
pieces that have stole privately into the world, without 
midwivesy or godfathers and godmothers, — like your 
own, and the "Tale of a Tub/' and a few others, have 
far exceeded any that followed. 

Your loving daddy^ 
S. C. 



Diary resumedm 

Saturday evening Mr. and Mrs. Thrale took me quite 
round the paddock, and showed me their hot^houses, 
kitchen-gardens, &c. Their size and their contents are 
astonishing : but we have not once missed a pineapple 
since I came, and therefore you may imagine their 
abundance ; besides grapes, melons, peaches, nectarine^ 
and ices. 

Sunday we went to Streatham Church, and afterwards 

to visit the family of the P s, who now live in 

B House, which is about half a mile offl The 

papa I did not see ; the mamma is a civil, simple wo- 
man, and the daughters are pretty, well dressed^ trifling, 
and furiously extravagant. 

While Mrs. Thrale and I were dressing, and, as usual^ 
confabbing, a chaise drove into the park, and word was 
brought that Mr. Seward was arrived. 
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" YoQ don't know much of Mr. Seward, Miss Bor- 
ney ?" said Mrs. Thrale. 

I could huve toid her I wished he had not kuown much 
of me; but her maid was in my way, and I only said 
" No." 

" But I hope you will know more of him," said she, 
" for I want you to take to him. He is a charming young 
man, though not without oddities. Few people do him 
justice, hecause, as Dr. Johnson calls him, he is an 
abrupt young man ; but he has eiceilent qualities, and 
an excellent understanding. He has the misfortune to 
be an hypochondriac, so he runs about the world to bor- 
row spirits, and to forget himself. But after all, if his 
disorders are merely imaginary, the imagination is disor- 
der sufficient, and therefore I am sorry for him." 

The day passed very agreeably, but I have no time 
for particulars. I fight very shy with Mr. Seward, and 
as he has a great share of sense and penetration, and 
not a little one of pride and reserve, he takes the hint; 
and I believe he would as soon bite off his own nose as 
mention "Evelina" again. And, indeed, now that the 
propriety of his after-conduct has softened me in his fii- 
vour, I begin to think of him much in the same way 
Mrs. Thrale does, for he is very sensible, very intelligent, 
and very well bred. 

Monday was the day for our great party ; and the 
doctor came home, at Mrs. Thrale's request, to meet 
them. 

The party consisted of Mr. C , who was formerly 

a timber- merchant, but having amassed a fortune of 
one million of pounds, he has left off business. He is 
a good-natured, busy sort of man. 

Mrs, C , his iady, a sort of Mrs. Nobody. 

Mr. N— — , another rich business leaver-off. 
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Mrs. N f his lady ; a pretty sort of woman, who 

was formerly a pupil of Dr. Hawkesworth. I had a 
great deal of talk with her about him, and about my 
favourite Miss Kinnaird, whom she knew very welL 

Mr. George and Mr. Thomas N , her sons-in-law. 

Mr. R y of whom I know nothing but that he 

married into Mr. Thrale's family. 

Lady Ladd; I ought to have begun with her. I beg 
her ladyship a thousand pardons — though if she knew 
my offence^ I am sure I should not obtain one. She is 
own sister to Mr. Thrale. She is a tall and stout 
woman, has an air of mingled dignity and haughtiness, 
both of which wear off in conversation. She dresses 
very youthful and gaily, and attends to her person with 
no little complacency. She appears to me uncultivated 
in knowledge, though an adept in the manners of the 
worlds and all that. She chooses to be much more lively 
than her brother; but liveliness sits as awkwardly upon 
her as her pink ribbons. In talking her over with Mrs. 
Thrale, who has a very proper regard for her, but who, I 
am sure, cannot be blind to her faults^ she gave me another 
proof to those I have already had, of the uncontrolled 
freedom of speech which Dr. Johnson exercises to every- 
body, and which everybody receives quietly from him. 
Lady Ladd has been very handsome, but is now, I 
think, quite ugly — at least she has a sort of face I like 
not. Well, she was a little while ago dressed in so 
showy a manner as to attract the doctoi-'s notice, and 
when he had looked at her some time, he broke out 
aloud into this quotation : 

" With patches, paint, and jewels on, 
Sure Phillis is not twenty-one! 
* But if at night you Phillis see. 
The dame at least is forty-three!" 



I don't recollect the verses exactly, but sucb was their 
purport, 

" However," said Mrs. Thrale, " Lady Ladd took it 
very good-natuiedly, and only said, 

*"I know enough of that forty-three — I don't desire 
to hear any more of it !' " 

Miss Moss, a pretty girl, who played and sung, to 
the great fatigue of Mrs. Thrale ; Mr. Rose Fuller, Mr. 
Embry, Mr. Seward, Dr. Johnson, the three Thrales, 
and myself, close the party. 

We had a sumptuous dinner of three courses, and a 
most superb dessert, I shall give no account of the day, 
because our common days are so much more worth re- 
counting. 

I had the honour of making tea and coffee for all this 
Bet, and upon my word I was pretty well tired of it- 
But since the first two days I have always made tea, and 
now I am also the breakfast woman. I am by no means 
fond of the task, but I am very glad to do anything that 
is any sort of relief to Mrs. T. 

In the evening the company divided pretty much into 
parties, and almost everybody walked upon the gravel- 
walk before the windows. I was going to have joined 
some of them, when Dr. Johnson stopped me, and 
asked how I did, 

" J was afraid, sir," cried I, " you did not intend to 
know me again, for you have not spoken to me before 
since your return from town." 

*' My dear," cried he, taking both my hands, " I was 
not sure of you, I am so near sighted, and I appre- 
hended maknig some mistake." 

Then drawing me very unexpectedly towards him, he 
actually kissed me! 

To be sure, I was a little surprised, having no idea 
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of such facetiousness from him. However^ I was glad 
nobody was in the room but Mrs. Thrale, who stood 
close to uSy and Mr. Embryo who was lounging on a sofa 
at the furthest end of the room. Mrs. Tlirale laughed 
heartily, and said she hoped I was contented with his 
amends for not knowing me sooner. 

A httle after she said she would go and walk with the 
resty if she did not fear for my reputation in being left 
with the doctor. 

^* However, as Mr. Embry is yonder, I think he'll 
take some care of you," she added. 

'* Ay, madam/^ said the doctor, ^ we shall do very 
well ; but I assure you I shan^t part with Miss Bar- 
ney !'' 

And he held me by both hands; and when Mrs. 
Thrale went, he drew me a chair himself facing the win- 
dow, close to his own; and thus tite^^teie we continued 
almost all the evening. I say tete-d-iete^ because Mr. 
Embry kept at an humble distance, and offered us no in- 
terruption. And though Mr. Seward soon after came 
in, he also seated himself in a distant comer, not pre- 
suming, he said, to break in upon us ! Everybody, he 
added, gave way to the doctor. 

Our conversation chiefly was upon the Hebrides, for 
he always talks to me of Scotland, out of sport; and he 
wished I had been of that tour — quite gravely, I assure 
you! 



Tuesday morning our breakfast was delightful. We 
had Mr. Seward, Mr. Embry, and Lady Ladd added to 
our usual party, and Dr. Johnson was quite in a sportive 
humour. But I can only write some few speeches, 
wanting time to be prolix, not inclination. 
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"Sir," said Mrs. Thrale to Dr. Johnson, " why did 
you not sooner leave your wine yesterday, and come to 
us ? we had a Miaa who sung Bnd played like any- 
thing !" 

" Ay, had you ?" said he, drolly ; " and why did you 
not call me to the rapturous entertainment ?" 

" Why, I Wiis afraid you would not have praised her, 
for I eat thinking all the time myself whether it were 
better to sing and play as she sung and played, or to do 
nothing. And at first I thought she had the best of it, 
for we were but stupid before she began ; but afterwards 
she made it bo long, that 1 thought tiothing had all the 
advantage. But, sir. Lady Ladd has had the same 
misfortune you liad, for she has fallen down and hurt 
herself woefully-" 

" How did that happen, madam?" 

" Why, sir, the heel of her shoe caught in something." 

" Heel ?" replied be ; " nay, then, if her ladyship, 
who walks six foot high" (N.B. this isa fact)," will wear 
a high heel, I think she almost deserres a fall." 

" Nay, sir, my heel was not so high !" cried 
Lady Ladd. 

" But, madam, why should you wear any ? That for 
which there is no occasion, had always better be dispensed 
with. However, a fall to your ladyship is nothing," con- 
tinued he, laughing ; " you, who are light and httle, can 
soon recover; but I who am a gross man, might suffer 
severely : with your ladyship, the case is different, for 

»' Airy Eubstance soon unites again.' " 
Poor Lady Ladd, who is quite a strapper, made no 
answer, but she was not oftended. Mrs. Thrale and I 
afterwards settled, that not knowing his allusion from 
' Rape of the Lock/' she only thought he had made 



I 
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a stupid sort of speech, and did not trouble herself to 
find a meaning to it. 

" However/' continued he, '^ if my fall does confine 
me, I will make my confinement pleasant, for Miss 
Burney shall nurse me — positively !'* (and he slapped his 
hand on the table), ^^ and then, she shall sing to me, and 
soothe my cares." 

When public news was started, Mr. Thrale desired 
the subject might be waived till my father came, and 
could let us know what part of the late accounts were 
true. 

Mr. Thrale then offered to carry Mr. Seward, who was 
obliged to go to town, in the coach with him, — and 
Mr. Embiy also left us. But Dr. Johnson sat with 
Mrs. Thrale, Lady Ladd, and me for an hour or two. 

The subject was given by Lady Ladd ; it was the 
respect due from the lower class of the people. 

*^ I know my place/* said she, " and I always take 
it : and I've no notion of not taking it. But Mrs. Thrale 
lets all sort of people do just as they've a mind by 
her." 

** Ay/' said Mrs. Thrale, *^ why should I torment 
and worry myself about all the paltry marks of respect 
that consist in bows and courtsies ? — I have no idea of 
troubling myself about the manners of all the people I 
mix with.'* 

" No," said Lady Ladd, *' so they will take all sort 
of liberties with you. I remember, when you were at 
ray house, how the hair-dresser flung down the comb 
as soon as you were dressed, and went out of the room 
without making a bow." 

" Well, all the better/' said Mrs. Thrale ; " for if he 
had made me one, ten thousand to one if I had seen it 
I was in as great haste to have done with him, as he 
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could be to have done with me. I was glad enough to 
get him out of the room ; I did not want him to stand 
bowing and cringing." 

*' If any man had behaved so insolently to me," 
answered she, ^' I would never again have suffered him 
in my house." 

" Well," said Mrs. Thrale, '* your ladyship has a 
great deal more dignity than I have ! — Dr. Johnson, 
we are talking of the respect due from inferiors ; — and 
Lady Ladd is of the same side you are.'' 

^' Why, madam," said he, " subordination is always 
necessary to the preservation of order and decorum." 

" I protest,'* said Lady Ladd, " I have no notion of 
submitting to any kind of impertinence : and I never 
will bear either to have any person nod to me, or enter 
a room where I am, without bowing." 

" But, madam," said Dr. Johnson, " what if they will 
nod, and what if they won't bow ? — how then ? " 

^^ Why I always tell them of it," said she. 

** Oh, commend me to that !" cried Mrs. Thrale ; " Pd 
sooner never see another bow in my life, than turn 
dancing master to hair-dressers." 

The doctor laughed his approbation, but said that 
every man had a right to a certain degree of respect, 
and no man liked to be defrauded of that right. 

'^ Well, sir," said Mrs. Thrale, " I hope you meet 
with respect enough !" 

** Yes, madam," answered he, " I am very well con- 
tented;* 

** Nay, if you a'n't, I don't know who should be; for 
I believe there is no man in the world so greatly re- 
spected.*^ 

Soon after he went, I went and shut myself up in a 
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sweet cool summer-house, to read Irene : — ^which, indeed^ 
though not a good play, is a beautiful poem. 

As my dear father spent the rest of the day here, I 
will not further particularize, but leave accounts to his 
better communication. He probably told you that the 

P family came in to tea; and, as he knows 

Mrs. P , pray tell him what Dr. Johnson says of 

her. When they were gone Mrs. Thrale complained 
that she was quite worn out with that tiresome silly 
woman, who had talked of her family and affairs till she 
was sick to death of hearing her. 

^^ Madam,'^ said^he, ^^ why do you blame the woman 
for the only sensible thing she could do— talking of her 
family and her affairs ? For how should a woman who is 
as empty as a drum, talk upon any other subject? — If 
you speak to her of the sun, she does not know it rises in 
the east ; — ^if you speak to her of the moon, she does 
not know it changes at the full ; — if you speak to her of 
the queen, she does not know she is the king's wife ; — 
how, then, can you blame her for talking of her family 
and affairs V^ 



Yesterday morning, to my great regret. Dr. Johnson 
went to town, but we expect him again to-day. Lady 
Ladd also went yesterday. 

When they were gone, I had such a conversa- 
tion with Mrs. Thrale ! We were alone in the library 
for, I believe, three hours, and though I shall only give 
you two or three of the principal speeches, I am sure 
you will not wonder that the extraordinary good opinion 
she professes of me should have quite overpowered me 
with gratitude and surprise. 



^W8] 
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Our tele-a-lele began by comparing notes about Irene, 
and picking out favourite passages, and agreeing that 
though the language and sentiments are equally noble, 
there was not any reason lo wonder that the play al- 
together had no bucccss on the stage. Thence we talked 
over all the plays we could recollect, and diBcussed their 
several merits according to our particular notions, and 
when we had mentioned a great number, approving 
some for this thing, and disliking others for that, Mrs. 
Thrale suddenly said, 

" Now, Mias Burney, if you would write a play, I 
have a notion it would hit my taste in all things ; do — 
you must write one; a play will be something worth 
your time — it is the road both to honour and pro6t ; 
and why should you have it in your power to gain both, 
and not do if? 

" I declare," continued she, " I mean, and think 
what 1 say, with all my heart and soul ! You seem to 
me to have the right and true taleuts for writing a 
comedy ; you would give us all the fun and humour we 
could wish, and you would give us a scene or two of the 
pathetic kind that would set all the rest off. If you 
would but try, I am sure you would succeed, and give us 
such a play as would be an honour to all your family. 
And, in the grave parts, all your sentiments would be 
edifying, and such as would do good, — and I am sure 
that would be real pleasure to you." 

I recollect her words as exactly as my memory will 
allow. 

" Hannah More," added she, " got nearly four hun- 
dred pounds for her foolish play, and if you did not write 
a better than hers, I say you deserve to be whipped ! — 
Your father, I know, thinks the same; but we will 
allow that he may be partial ; but what can make me 

VOL. I. K 
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think it ? — and Dr. Johnson ; — he, of all men, would not 
say it if he did not think it/' 

She then rejoiced I had published ''Evelina^' as I did, 
without shewing it to any body; '^because you ha^e 
proved what are your own real resources/' she said, 
*^ and now you have nothing to do but to write a play. 
Dr. Johnson^ I am sure, will be at your service in any^ 
thing in his power ; we'll make him write your prolc^ue; 
— ^we'll make him carry your play to the managers; 
we'll do anything for you ; — and so, I am sure, he readily 
will. As to plot, situation, and character, nobody shall 
assist you in them, for nobody can V 

I will write no more, as these heads will give a no- 
tion of all the rest. 



From Mr. Crisp to Miss F. Burney. 

Chesington, Dec. 8th, 1778. 
My dear Fannikin, 

Exclusive of the high entertainment your Susannistical 
letter afforded me, I was much delighted with it on 
another account, and that a solid and substantial one : 
I mean, because it informed me of those numerous and 
powerful friends, your own genius and intrinsic merit 
have raised you up. The prospect is now fair before you 
— it cannot but be bright when shone upon by such first- 
rate luminaries of wit and learning. Keep it in your eye ; 
and if you pursue your path with resolution, not suffering 
yourself to be checked by indolence or diffidence, and an 
overstrained modesty, I dare say it will lead you on to 
the temple of fame, and perhaps to that of fortune. 

'Tis true, I have more than once, Fanny, whispered in 
your ear a gentle caution — that you have much to lose. 
Why is that? — because much you have gained. Now you 
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have gone so far, and so rapidly, you will not be allowed 
to slacken your pace- This is so far from being meant as 
a discouragement, that it is intended to animate you. 
But it will explain what was in my head when I threw 
out those (perhaps useless, perhaps too officious) hints. 
I plainly foresaw (what has since happened) that, as 
your next step, you would be urged, strongly urged, by 
your many friends and admirers, to undertake a comedy. 
I think you capable, highly capable of it; but in the 
attempt there are great difliculties in the way; some 
more particularly and individually in the way of a Fanny, 
than of most people. 

I will instantly name these, lest you should mis- 
apprehend. I need not observe to you, that in most 
of our, successful comedies, there are frequent lively 
freedoms (and waggeries that cannot be called licen- 
tious, neither) that give a strange animation and vi- 
gour to the style, and of which if it were to he deprived 
it would lose wonderfully of its salt and spirit. I mean 
such freedoms as ladies of the strictest character would 
make no scruple, openly, to laugh at, but at the same 
time, especially if they were prudes (and you know you 
are one), perhaps would shy at being known to be the 
authors of. Some comic characters would be deficient 
without strokes of this kind ; in scenes where gay men of 
the world are got together, they aie natural and expected ; 
and the ^business would be mighty apt to grow fads 
without them. 

Of late years, (I can't tell why, unless from the great 
purity of the age) some very fine-spun, all-delicate, sen- 
timental comedies have been brought forth on the 
English, and more particularly on the French stage, 
which (in my coarse way of thinking, at least) are such 
, lick things, so void of blood and spirits, that they 
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may well be called Comedies Larmoyantes ; — and I don^t 
find that they have been greatly relished by the public 
in general^ any more than by my vulgar soul. MoraN— 
sublime, to a degree — 

•* We cannot blame, indeed, — but we may sleep !* 

They put me in mind of a poor girl, a Miss Peachy, 
(a real, and in the end, a melancholy story). She was a 
fine young woman, but thmking herself too ruddy and 
blowzy, it was her custom to bleed herself (an art she 
had learned on purpose) three or four times, against the 
Rugby races, in order to appear more dainty and lady* 
like at the balls, &c. Poor thing ! — she lost her aim ; 
for when she came she appeared like a ghost, and at 
last became one : — her arm bled in the night, and in the 
morning she was past recovery. 

I am afraid these fine performances are not pictures of 
real life and manners. I remember I sat next to a 
Frenchman at the play at Milan, who preferred the 
French theatre to the whole world, and as much dis-> 
liked the English. When 1 asked his reason, he cried, 

'' Ma foi, il faut pousser des beaux sentiments !*' 

Excuse these digressions : the sum total amounts to this 
—it appears to me extremely difficult, throughout a 
whole spirited comedy, to steer clear of those agreeable, 
frolicsome^'ewx d*esprit, on the one hand, and languor 
and heaviness on the other : — pray, observe, I only say 
difficult — not impracticable — at least to your dexterity ; 
and to that I leave it. 

I find myself forestalled by the intelligent Mrs. Mon- 
tagu in another observation I was going to make, and 
which she very justly and judiciously enforces by the 
uistance she gives of Fielding, who, though so eminent in 



characters and descriptions, did by no means succeed in 
comedy. 

Tis certain, different talents are requisite for the two 
species of writing, though they are by no means incom- 
patible; I fear, however, the labouring oar lies on the 
comic author. 

In these little entertaining elegant histories, the writer 
has his full scope; as large a range as he pleases to hunt 
in — to pick, cull, select whatever he likes: he takes his 
own time — he may be as n.inute as he pleases, and the 
more minute the better, provided that taste, a deep and 
penetrating knowledge of human nature, and the world, 
accompany that minuteness. When this is the case, the 
very soul, and all its most secret recesses and workings, 
are developed and laid as open to the view, as the blood 
globules circulating in a frog's foot, when seen through 
a microscope. The exquisite touche? such a work is 
capable of (of which, " Evelina" is, without flattery, a 
glaring instance), are truly charming. But of these 
great advantages, these resources!, you are strangely cur- 
tailed the moment you begin a comedy. There every- 
thing passes in dialogue, — all goes on rapidly — narrative 
and descriptive, if not extremely short, become into- 
lerable. The detail, which in Fieldins, Marivaux, and 
Crebillon, is so delightful, on the stage would bear down 
all patience. There all must be compressed into quint- 
essence ; the moment the scene ceases to move on 
briskly, and business seems to hang, sighs and groans 
are the consequence. Dreadful sound ! — In a word, 
if the plot, the story of the comedy does not open and 
yVnfold itself in the easy, natural, unconstrained flow of 
e dialogue — if that dialogue does not go on with spirit, 
it, variety, fun, humour, repartee, and — and, all in 
iort into the bargain — serviteiir ! — good bye, t'ye ! 
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One more : now, Fanny, don't imagine that I am dis- 
couraging you from the attempt ; or that I am retract- 
ing or shirking back from what I have said above — i.e. 
that I think you highly capable of it. On the contrary, 
I re-affirm it ; I affirm that in common conversation, I 
observe in you a ready choice of words, with a quick- 
ness and conciseness that have often surprised me. 
This is a lucky gift for a comic writer, and not a very 
common one ; so that if you have not the united talents 
I demand, I don^t know who has ; for if you have your 
familiar, your sprite, for ever thus at your elbow with- 
out calling for, surely it will not desert you, when in 
deep conjuration raising your genius in your closet. 

God bless you. Adieu, 

Your loving daddy, 

S.C. 
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Diary Resumed. 

St. Martin's-street, January, 1779. — How will 
you bear, my dearest Susan, to hear about Pac — may I 
finish the name ? I am almost afraid — yet think it a 
miserable compliment to treat you as a baby, and 
hide from you the playthings you must not have in 
your own hand. So I will only remind you of similar 
situations in which I have been ; and, at the same time, 
reminding myself of your conduct upon those occasions 
— the upshot of all which will be^ a true account of the 
transaction. 

Well, last Saturday morning, *^ mine fader" sent a pre- 
sent of his " History*' to Pacchierotti, by way of an incen- 
tive to the study of the English language. At the Opera 
at night, he promised to call here on Sunday. And so 
on Sunday morning he came, attended by Signer 
Bertoni. 

Well, but he did not sing — so far be easy. 

I like him of all things : he is perfectly modest, 
humble, well-bred, and unassuming. He has a very 
anxious desire to learn English, which he has studied 
grammatically, and with much application and diligence 
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abroad : and he promised to come hither frequently to 
take lessons of conversation. By way of beginning 
with vigour, he settled to drink tea here the next 
day. 

They came early, and I am more pleased with Pac- 
chierotti than ever: beseems to be perfectly amiable, 
gentle, and good : his countenance is extremely bene- 
volent, and his manners infinitely interesting. We are 
all become very good friends, and talked English, 
French, and Italian, by commodious starts, just as 
phrases occurred — an excellent device for appearing a 
good linguist. 

He bad a very bad cold, yet sung with the utmost good 
humour, as soon as asked. Bertoni accompanied him. 
He first sang a rondeau of " Artaserse," of Bertoni's, 
It is a very fine one, and had it been a very execrable 
one, he would have made it exquisite : such taste, ex- 
pression, freedom, fancy, and variety, never were before 
joined, but in Agujari. His voice, however, was by 
no means clear, though extremely touching : but his cold 
quite tormented him. He afterwards sung a song for a 
tenor in the same opera, and admirably; then sonae 
accompanied recitative to a song in the "Orfeo" of Ber- 
toni, and lastly, the " Ckefaro senza Euridke." 

He and 1 were very sociable : and he said, in Eng- 
lish, 

"Miss Borni give me very much encourage; but is 
very troublesome the ditEcuIties." 

Bertoni is very much that common sort of character 
that admits no delineation. 

Piozzi, by invitation, came in the evening: he did 
not sing, but was very good-humoured. 

Giardini— notby invitation — came also. We did not, 
'|UBt then, wish for hini. but he was very cumiqve. 
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I have seen but four folks worth mentiomng, these 
Italians excepted, since you went. 

The first and second were^ Mr. Magellan and Mr. 
Humphreys, who both drank tea here on Monday se'n^ 
night last. 

Mr. Magellan was just i P ordinaire. Mr. Hum- 
phreys was almost insufferable, from curiosity about the 
book-writer. He said not a word^ but he looked all 
meaning, and actually stared me so much out of coun- 
tenance, that I was obliged to contrive myself a seat 
out of his way. He seemed as if he thought to read in 
my face at least half the characters he had read in the 
book ; which half, whether the i£7ulgar or the genteel 
part of the family, I cannot pretend to say; but I was 

not afflicted when he went. 

***** 

On Thursday, I had another adventure, and one that 
has made me grin ever since. A gentleman inquiring 
for my father, was asked into the parlour. The then 
inhabitants were only my mother and me. In entered 
a squfire old gentleman, well-wigged, formaU grave, 
and important. He seated himself. My mother asked 
if he had any message for my father ? 

*^No,none.*^ 

Then he regarded me with a certain dry kind of atten- 
tion for some time ; after which, turning suddenly to my 
mother, he demanded, 

*' Pray, ma^am, is this your daughter V^ 

'*Yes,sir.'' 

" O ! this is Evelina, is it V 

" No, sir,'* cried I, staring at him, and glad none of 
you were in the way to say Yes. 

" No ?" repeated he, incredulous ; " is not your name 
Evelina, ma'am V* 



*6* The author of evelina. 

" Dear, no, sir," again quoth I, staring harder. 
"Ma'am," cried he, drily, "I beg your pardon! I 
had understood your name was Evelina." 
And Hoon after, he went away, 

tWhen he put down his card, who should it prove but 
r. Franklin ! Was it not queer? 
From Mrs. Thrale to Miss Burnei/. 
Strentham. 
Instead of writing monitory letters to Dick,* I 
find I must now be a little serious with the great 
"Evelina." Wliy will you, my lovely friend, give con- 
uequence to trifles, by thus putting your peace in their 
power ? Is not the world full of severe misfortunea and 
real calamities ? and will you fret and look pale about 
such nonsense as this? Let me see you on Thursday 
next, if but for an hour, and let me see you cheerful, I 
insist. Your looking dismal can only advertise the 
paltry pamphlet, which I firmly believe no one out of 
your own family has seen, and which is now only lying 
like a dead kitten on the surface of a dirty horsepond, 
incapable of scratching any one who does not take pains 
to dirty their fingers for it. 

But it has proclaimed you authoress of " Evelina !" 
And is that an injury? Surelyyou are not yet to learn 
how highly that little sweet book has been praised, ad- 
mired, and esteemed by people whose good word should 
at least weigh with you against such a wretch as I hear 
this is, who has mentioned your name irreverently — for 
I do not perceive he has done anything else at last. 

is Mowbray the brutal says of Lovelace the 
comforted and advised him." 
* Dr. Burner's son by his second wife. 
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When will Miss Susan come home, that I may have 
you here to brace your fibres, and enable you to endure 
these direful misfortunes? But I see you saying, ^ Why 
this is Mrs. Selwyriy without her wit/* 

Very well^ madam ; don't you be Lady Louisa, then, 
without her quality. 

Give my best love and kindest compliments to your 
amiable household. You know if I love you, and may 
be sure I pity your pain, but do not mean to soothe it. 
This world is a rough road, and those who mean to tread 
it many years must not think of beginning their journey 
in buff soles. 

What hurts me most is lest you should like me the 
less for this letter. Yet I vrill be true to my own senti- 
ments and send it ; if you will think me coarse and inde- 
licate, I can't help it. You are twenty odd years old,and I 
am passed thirty-six — there's the true difference. I have 
lost seven children, and been cheated out of two thou- 
sand a-year, and I cannot, indeed I cannot, sigh and 
sorrow over pamphlets and paragraphs. Did you never 
hear Johnson's story of the " Man with his Paper and 
Packthread V 

Mr. Pepys^ — my master in chancery, as your papa calls 
him — says you should try at a tragedy. He is in love 
with the character of Macartney^ the pistol scene, and 
the denouement with Sir John Belmont. 

Murphy is charmed with the comic part, and thinks 
highly of the writer. Will these help to fill the scale 
against our formidable adversary — God knows who — ^in 
the garret? 

Adieu till Thursday, *^ my own dear little Bumey," 
and forgive the sauciness of a truly affectionate and 
faithful friend, servant, &c., 

H. L. Thrale. 
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I can't stay till Thursday to hear if you forgive me, 

nor will forgiveness do. You must not love me less for 

all this — it would vex memoretlian many a silly couplet, 

which you mind more than your friends. Once more, 

^-adieu! 

^K Miss F. BuTiiei) to Mr. Crisp. 

^ft. JaDuary, 1779. 

Your patience, ray dear daddy, in being able to 
mention my name without invectives, as you have 
done in your letter to Hetty, forces me to write, be- 
cause it makes me eager to thank you for not having 
taken offence at me. Indeed your last most excellent 
letter ought to have had my acknowledgments long 
since, but the fact is I received it when I was most vio- 
lently out of sorts, and reaily had not spirits to answer 
it. I intended to have kept from'you the subject of ray 
uneasiness, because I know you will only scoff it, or, 
perhaps, think it should rather have gratified than dispi- 
rited me; and in truth 1 have been so plentifully lectured 
already upon my vexation, that I feel no gout for further 
lashing and slashing; and yet I will own to you the sub- 
ject, because I had rather of the two you should think 
me a fool, than think I wanted gratitude sufficient to 
thank you for the many useful hints, the kind and ex- 
cellent advice you took the trouble to give me. 

In short, not to spend my whole letter in enigmatical 
preluding, j ust as I received your letter 1 had bad infor- 
mation that my name had got into print, and what was 
yet worse, was printed in a new pamphlet. 

I cannot tell you, and if I could you would perhaps 
not believe me, how greatly I was shocked, mortified, 
grieved, and confounded at this intelligence: I had al- 
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ways dreaded as a real evil my name's getting into print, 
—but to be lugged into a pamphlet ! 

I must^ however, now I have gone so far^ tell you how 
it is> lest you should imagine matters worse. This vile 
pamphlet is called ^^ Warley : a Satire ;'' it is addressed 
to the first artist in Europe, who proves to be Sir 
Joshua Reynolds. Probably it is to his unbounded par- 
tiality for '^ Evelina'' that I owe this most disagreeable 
compliment, for he had been so eager to discover the 
author, that by what I had reason given me to conjec- 
ture, I fancy he has been not a little laughed at since 
the discovery, for divers comique sort of speeches which 
he had made while in the dark. 

So now the murder'^s out ! but, dear daddy, don't be- 
labour me for my weakness, though I confess I was for 
more than a week unable to eat, drink, or sleep, for vehe- 
mence of vexation. I am now got tolerably stout again^ 
but I have been furiously lectured for my folly (as I see 
everybody thinks it) by all who have known of it. I 
have, therefore, struggled against it with all my might, 
and am determined to aim at least at acquiring more 
strength of mind. 

Yet, after all, I feel very forcibly that I am not — ^that 
I have not been— and that I never shall be formed or 
fitted for any business with the public. Yet now my 
best friends, and my father at their head, absolutely 
prohibit a retreat; otherwise I should be strongly 
tempted to empty the whole contents of my bureau into 
the fire, and to vow never again to fill it. But, had my 
name never got abroad with my book, ere this I ques- 
tion not I should again have tried how the world stood 
affected to me. 

Now once again to your letter. 
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Why, my dear daddy, will you use so vile, so ill-applied 
a word as "o^ej'ous" when you are giving me advice? 
Is it not of all favours the most valuable you can confer 
on me? and don't I know that if you had not somewhat 
of a sneaking kindness for me you would as soon bite 
off your own nose, as the Irishman says, as take so much 
trouble about me f I do most earnestly, seriously, and 
solemnly entreat that you will continue to me this first, 
best, greatest proof of regard, and I do, with the utmost 
truth and gratitude, assure you that it is more really 
flattering to me than alt the flummery in the world. I 
only wish, with all my heart, you would be more liberal 
of it. 

Every word you have urged concerning the salt and 
spirit of gay, unrestrained freedom in comedies, carries 
conviction along with it, — a conviction which I feel, in 
trembling; should I ever venture in that walk publicly, 
perhaps tlie want of it might prove fatal to me. I do, 
indeed, think it most likely that such would be the 
event, and my poor piece, though it might escape cat- 
calls and riots, would be fairly slept off the stage, I 
cannot, however, attempt to avoid this danger, though I 
see it, for I would a thousand times rather forfeit my 
character as a writer, than risk ridicule or censure as a 
female. I have never set my heart on fame, and there- 
fore would not, if I could, purchase it at the expense of 
all my own ideas of propriety. You wiio know me for 
a prude will not be surprised, and I hope not offended, at 
this avowal, for I should deceive you were I not to make 
it. If I should try, I must e'en take my chance, and all 
my own expectations may be pretty easily answered. 

The Streathamites have been all re-assembled for 
these six weeks, and I have had invitation upon invita- 
tion to joia themj or, in Mrs. Thrale's words, to go 
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borne. But Susan is at Howletts, and I can by no 
means leave town till her return. However, we corre- 
spond, and Mrs. Thrale's kindness for me promises to 
be as steady as it is flattering and delightful to me ; bnt 
I never knew how much in earnest and in sincerity she 
was my friend till she heard of my infinite fr^toHom 
upon occasion of being pamphleted ; and then she tod: 
the trouble to write me a long scolding letter ; and Br. 
Johnson himself came to talk to me about it, and to 
reason with me ; and now I see that they have sufficient 
regard to find fault with me, I do indeed hope that I am 

well with them.* 

Yours affectionately, 

R B. 

From Mr. Crisp to Miss F. Barney. 

ChesiDgtoD, January, 1779. 

I LONG of all things, Fannikin, to see ^^ Warley,** and 
the continuation of your journal (for I have copied and 
will faithfully return by the first opportunity your last). 
If you answer me, you have not continued it, you are 
unpardonable, and I advise you to set about it imme« 
diately, as well as you can, while any traces of it rest in 
your memory. It will one day be the delight of your 
old age — it will call back your youth, your spirits, your 
pleasures, your friends, whom you formerly loved, and 
who loved you (at that time, also, probably, long gone 
off the stage), and lastly, when your own scene is closed, 
remain a valuable treasure to those that come after you. 

* The following is the passage which so annoyed Miss 'Burney. 
Speaking of some aim of Sir Joshua Reynolds, the writer (a Mr. 
Huddisford) asks — " Will it gain approbation from * dear little 
Burney?'" The phrase, " dear little Burney," was Dr. Johnson's 
favourite mode of speaking of Miss Burney. 
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But I will not suppose you have not continued it — ^you 
can't be so wanting to yourself. This is what I require — 
the whole in all its details — not bits and scraps of three 
characters at a time, as you talk of — that won't satisfy 
my maw* 

• As to your vexation, child, I don't mind it of a pin. 
Framed as you are, I knew that must come first be- 
fore you could be easy. People that are destined to live 
in the midst of the world, must and ought to be inocu- 
lated before they can go about in safety. You talk of 
being slipped off the stage — would you wish'your book to 
die such a death ? There is no alternative ; if it lives^ 
its fate and yours are inseparable, and the names of 
" Evelina" and Burney must and will go together : so 
that your discontent at what has happened, to me seems 
strangely ill-founded ; and your fantastic sickly stomach 
is to recoil forsooth, because you cannot compass impos- 
sibilities ! 

Well, I have been ruminating a good deal on the ob- 
stacles and difficulties I mentioned in my last, that lie 
directly across your path (as a prude) in the walk of 
comedy. On the most mature consideration, I do by no 
means retract the general principle that produced those 
observations ; I will never allow you to sacrifice a grain 
of female delicacy for all the wit of Congreve and Van- 
brugh put together — the purchase would be too dear; 
but thus much I will assert, and can prove by several in- 
stances, viz., that light principles may be displayed with- 
out light expressions : and that is a rock the female must 
take care to steer clear of — vice must not talk unlike it- 
self; but there is no necessity it should show all its filth. 
A great deal of management and dexterity will certainly 
be requisite to preserve spirit and salt, and yet keep up 
delicacy ; but it may be done, and you can do it if 

VOL. I. L 



146 DIARY AND LETTERS [1779 

anybody. Do you remember, aboat a dozen years ago^ 
how you used to dance Nancy Dawson on the grass-plot, 
with your cap on the ground, and your long hair stream- 
ing down your back, one shoe off, and throwing about 
your head like a mad thing ? Now you are to dance 
Nancy Dawson with fetters on ; there is the difference : 
yet there is certainly a nameless grace and charm in 
giving a loose to that wildness and friskiness some- 
times. ' 

I am very glad you have secured Mrs. Montagu for 
your friend ; her weight and interest are powerful ; but 
there is one particular I do not relish ; though she means 
it as a mark of favour and distinction ; — it is, where she 
says, '< If Miss Bumey does write a play, I beg 1 may 
know of it, and (if she thinks proper) see it/' 

Now Fanny, this same seeing it (in a professed female 
wit, authoress, and Maecenas into the bargain), I fear im- 
plies too much interference — implies advising, correct- 
ing, altering, &c., &c., &c. ; not only so» but in so high a 
critic, the not submitting to such grand authority, might 
possibly give a secret, concealed, lurking offence. Now 
d'ye see, as I told you once before, I would have the 
whole be all my own — all of a piece ; and to tell you the 
truth, I would not give a pin for the advice of the ablest 
friend who would not suffer me at last to follow my own 
judgment without resentment. Besides let me whisper 
in your ear the very words Dr. Johnson made use of 
when Miss Streatfield^s letter was mentioned, — 

'^ She is" &c,, &c., &c..; *^ but my Uttle B. writes a 
better letter." 

Adieu ! send me a vast journal to copy, containing a 
full and true account of all the variety of names yoa 
have given me a list of, and what they have said of and 
to you. May I send to Gast my copy of your journal, 
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upon condition of her letting nobody see it but Molly 
Lenthal ? Shall we see you at Chesington this summer ? 
or are you to be at home at Streatham the whole season^ 
and the old homely home quite forgotten? One* more 
adieu ! your loving daddy, S. C, 



Diary Resumed. 

To be sure I have been most plentifully lectured of 
late ; and to be sure I have been most plentifully cha- 
grined ; but there is but one voice^ and that goes against 
me. I must; therefore, give up the subject^ and endea- 
vour to forget the ideas it raised in me. 

I will try, my dear Susy, to become somewhat more 
like other folks^ if, as it seems by their reasoning, I am 
now so different to them. All that I can say for my- 
self is, that I have always feared discovery, always 
sought concealment, and always known that no success 
could counterbalance the publishing my name. How- 
ever, what is inevitable ought not to torment long, and 
after such counsel as I have received, from almost all 
my best friends, it becomes my duty to struggle against 
my refractory feelings* 

And now, my love, let me thank you for your letter, 
and let me try to send you one that may make some 
amends for my last. 

I will recollect the most particular circumstances that 
have happened, journal fashion, according to the old 
plan. 

This same pamphlet that has so much grieved me, was 
brought home by my mother on Thursday. But who 
says my name is not at full length ? I wish to Heaven 
it were not ! 

l3 
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At night my father went to the Royal Academy to 
hear Sir Joshua Reynolds discourse; and now for a 
bouquet of uncommon fragrance. Mr. Mason came 
up to my father^ and wished him joy^ and said the 
finest things imaginable of the book, and extolled the 
characters, and talked it all over. You who respect and 
admire Mr. Mason as much as I do^ will be sure such 
praise was some cordial to me. Mr. Humphreys too 
joined his vote. My father himself has seemed more 
pleased with Mr. Mason's approbation than with any- 
body's since the Streathamites'. 

On Monday, to my great dissatisfaction, Mrs, Rey- 
nolds came. I was woefully dumpish. 

" Pray," said she, after some time, " how does Miss 
Fanny do ? Oh no ! — not Miss Fanny — Miss Sukey, I 
mean ! — this I think is Miss Fanny ? — though your 
name, ma'am, is swallowed up in another, — that of — of 
— of Miss Burney, — if not of — of— of, dear, how odd 
in Dr. Franklin to ask if that was not vour name V* 

To be sure I stared, and asked where she hctd her 
intelligence ? I found, from my father himself. 

" Well," continued she, '' what would not Mrs. Hor- 
neck and Mrs. Bunbury give to see the writer of that 
book ! Why, they say they would walk a hundred and 
sixty miles only to see her, if that would do !" 

" Why then,'^ quoth I, ^' I would walk just as far to 
avoid them V^ 

" O no ! don't say that ! I hope you will have the 
goodness to consent to meet them ! But I think I have 
made out how Dr. Franklin came to say that odd thing. 
' Oh, ho,' thought he, ^ am I now in company with the 
writer of that celebrated book ? Well, I must say some- 
thing V So then he became so embarrassed, that in hia 
confusion he made the blunder.'' 
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Now I think the only doubt is, which was most infi- 

tely absurd, the question or the comment ? 

The next morninff, the Misses Palmer called. They 
cold and furmal, and full of reproaches that 

had been so unsociable; however, by degrees, their 
■ore off. They invited us very pressingly for 
laturday evening. I would fain have been excused, for 
I more than ever wished to shirk seeing Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, as I could not but suppose he as well as my- 
self must think of this vile pamphlet upon our meeting, 
and as I must owe to his extreme partiahty to the book, 
and talk of the writer, the line that mentions me. How- 
ever, they obviated all possible objections, and disre- 
garded all offered excuses. My father was to be at the 
Opera: — still I must come. My mother was engaged by 
expecting Miss Young : — still I was not to be let off. If 
I were ill, they vowed they would send a physician : and, 
in short, I was obliged to promise to wait on them ; 
though I said I must hope at least to find them alone. 

On Thursday, my dear father talked me over quite 
seriously, about my vexation ; and, to be brief, made me 
promise to think no more of it ; — which though I could 
not literally perform, I have done all that in me lay. 

On Friday, I had a visit from Dr. Johnson ! he came 
on purpose to reason with me about this pamphlet, 
which he had heard from my father had so greatly dis- 
turbed me. 

Shall I not love him more than ever ? However, Miss 
Young was just arrived, and Mr. Bremner spent the 
evening here, and therefore he bad the delicacy and 
goodness to forbear coming to the point. Yet he said 
several things that I understood, though they were un- 
intelligible to all others ; and he was more kind, more 
i|[ood-humoured, more flattering to me than ever. In- 
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deed, my noeasiness upon this subject has met with 
more indulgence from him than from anybody. He 
lepeatedly charged me not to fret ; and bid me not re- 
pine at my success, but think of Floretta, in the Faiiy 
Tale, who found sweetness and consolation in her wit 
sufficient to counterbalance her scoffers and libellers ! 
Indeed he was all good humour and kindness, and 
seemed quite bent on giving me comfort as well as 
flattery. 

The next evening, just as I was dressed for my for- 
midable visit at Sir Joshua's, I received a letter from 
Mrs. Thrale, the longest and most delightful she has 
ever written me. It contains, indeed, warm expostolar 
tions upon my uneasiness, and earnest remonstrances 
that I would overcome it ; but that she should think me 
worth the trouble of reproof, and the danger of sincerity, 
flattered, soothed, and cheered me inexpressibly ; and 
she speaks so affectionately of her regard for me, that I 
feel more convinced of it than ever. 

By the way, it is settled that I am not to make my 
▼isit to Streatham till your return to town ; our dear 
&ther not choosing to have us both absent at once. 
Nevertheless, Mrs. Thrale, whose invitations upon that 
plea are, with her usual good sense and propriety, 
dropped, or rather deferred being further pressed till 
your return, said in her charming letter that she must 
see me, if only for an hour, and insisted that I should 
accompany my father on his next lesson day. I could 
not persuade myself to go out till I wrote an answer, 
which I did in the fullness of my heart, and without 
form, ceremony, or study of any kind. 

^^n ^^^ ^^^ ^^^ 

Now to this grand visit : which was become more 
tremendous than ever from the pamphlet business^ as I 
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felt almost ashamed to see Sir Joshua, and rould not 
but conclude he would think of it too. 

My mother, who changed her mind, went alao. 
My father promised to come before the Opera was half 
over. 

We found the Miss Palmers alone. We were, for 
near an hour, quite easy, chatty, and comfortable; no 
pointed speech was made, and no starer entered. But 
when I asked the eldest Miss Palmer if she would allow 
me to look at some of her drawiugii, she said, 

" Not unless you will let me see something of yours," 

"Of mine?" quoth I. "Oh, I have nothing to 
show." 

" I am sure you have ; you must have." 

" Wo, indeed ; I don't draw at all." 

" Draw ? No, but I mean some of your writing." 

"Oh, I never write — except letters." 

"Letters ? those are the very things I want to see," 

" Oh, not such as you mean." 

" Oh now, don't say so ; I am sure you are about 
something, and if you would but show me — " 

" No, no, I am about nothing — I am quite out of con- 
ceit with writing." 

I had my thoughts full of the vile Warley. 

"You out of conceit ?" exclaimed she; "nay then, 
if you are, who should be otherwise !" 

Just then, Mrs. and Miss Horneck were announced. 
Ton may suppose I thought directly of the one hundred 
and sixty miles — and may take it for granted I looked 
them very boldly in the face ! Mrs.Horneckseated herself 
by my mother. Miss Palmer introduced me to her and 
her daughter, who seated herself next me; but not on» 
word passed between u^ ! 

, Horneck, as I found in the course of the even- 
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ingy is an exceeding sensible, well-bred woman. Her 
daughter is very beautiful ; but was low-spirited and 
silent during the whole visit. She was, indeed, very 
unhappy, as Miss Palmer informed me, upon account cf 
some ill news she had lately heard of the affairs of a 
gentleman to whom she is shortly to be married. 

I have not a great many bon mots of my own to re- 
cord, as I think I seldom opened my mouth above once 
in a quarter of an hour. 

Next came a Mr. Gwatkin, of whom I have nothing to 
say, but that he was very talkative with Miss Offy 
Palmer, and very silent with everybody else; and that, 
in their talk, which on his part was all in a low voice, I 
more tban^once heard my own name pronounced in a 
questioning tone. For this I thanked him not. 

Not long after came a whole troop, consisting of Mr. 
Cholmondeley ! — O perilous name! — Miss Cholmon- 
delay, and Miss Fanny Cholmondeley, his daughters, 
and Miss Forrest. Mrs. Cholmondeley, I found, was 
engaged elsewhere, but soon expected. 

Now here was a trick of Sir Joshua, to make me meet 
all these people ! 

Mr. Cholmondeley is a clergyman ; nothing shining 
either in person or manners, but rather somewhat grim 
in the first, and glum in the last. Yet he appears to 
have humour himself, and to enjoy it much in others. 

Miss Cholmondeley I saw too little of to mention. 

Miss Fanny Cholmondeley is a rather pretty, pale 
girl ; very young and inartificial, and though tall and 
grown up, treated by her family as a child, and seem- 
ingly well content to really think herself such. She 
followed me whichever way I turned, and though she 
was too modest to stare, never ceased watching me the 
whole evening. 
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J Miss Forrest is an immensely tall and not handsome 
young woman. Further I know not. 

Next came my father, all gaiety and spirits. Then 
Mr. William Burke. 

Soon after. Sir Joshua returned home. He paid his 
compliments to everybody, and then brought a chair next 
mine, and said, 

So, you were afraid to come among us?" 

I don't know if I wrote to you a speech to that pur- 

ise, which I made to the Miss Palmers ? and which, I 
suppose, they had repeated to him. He went on, saying 
I might as well fear hobgoblins, and that 1 had only to 
hold up my head to he above them all. 

After this address, his behaviour was exactly what my 
wishes would have dictated to him, for my own ease and 
quietness; for he never once even alluded to my book, 
bat conversed rationally, gaily, and serenely : and so I 
became moie comfortable than I had been ever since the 
first entrance of company. 

Our subject was chiefly Dr. Johnson's Lives of the 
Poets ; we had both read the same, and therefore could 
discuss them with equal pleasure, and we both were 
charmed with them, and theiefore couJd praise them with 
equal warmth; and we both love and reverence the 
writer, and therefore could mix observations on the book 
and the author with equal readiness. 

By the way, I believe I did not mention that Miss 
Palmer told me all the world gave me to Dr. Johnson, for 
that he spoke of me as he spoke of hardly anybody I 

Our confab was interrupted by the entrance of Mr. 
King; a gentleman who is, it seems, for ever with the 
£urkes; and presently Lord Palmerston was announced. 

By a change of seats, I was now next to Mrs. Horneck ; 
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wbo^ after some general conversation with me, said^ in a 
low voice: — 

^^ I suppose^ Miss Bumey, I must not speak of Evelina 
to you V 

*^ Why, indeed, ma'am,'* said I, " I would rather you 
should speak of anything else.*' 

^^ Well, I must only beg leave to say one thing, which 
is, that my daughters had the credit of the first intro-* 
ducing it into this set. Mrs. Bunbury was the very first 
among us who read it; she met it, accidentally, at a 
bookseller's, and she could not leave it behind her ; and 
when she had read it, she sent it to me, and wrote me 
word she was sure 1 should read it, and read it through, 
though it was a novel ; for she knew novels were not 
&vourites with me ; and indeed, they are generally so 
bad, that they are not to be read. But I have seen 
nothing like this since Fielding. But where. Miss Bur* 
ney, where can, or could you pick up such characters t 
where find such variety of incidents, yet all so natural?^ 

** O ma'am, any body might find, who thought them 
worth looking for/' 



Well, while this was going forward, a violent rapping 
bespoke, I was sure, Mrs. Cholmondeley, and I raa 
from the standers, and turning my back against the door, 
looked over Miss Palmer's cards; for you may well 
imagine, I was really in a tremor at a meeting which so 
long has been in agitation, and with the person who, of 
all persons, has been most warm and enthusiastic for my 
book. 

She had not, however, been in the room half an in- 
stant, ere my father came up to me, and tapping me on 
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the shoulder^ said '^ Fanny^ here's a lady who wishes to 
Bpeak to you," 

I curtsied in silence^ she too curtsied, and fixed her 
eyes full on my face : and then tapping me with her fan^ 
she cried — 

'* Come, come, you must not look grave upon me.*' 

Upon this, I te-he'd ; she now looked at me yet more 
earnestly, and, after an odd silence, said, abruptly — 

<* But is it true ?" 

" What, ma'am ?" 

^^ It can't be ! '-tell me, though, is it true ?'' 

I could only simper. 

" Why don't you tell me ? — but it can't be — I don't 
believe it ! — ^no, you are an impostor !" 

Sir Joshua and Lord Palmerston were both at her 
aide — oh, how notably silly must I look! She again 
repeated her question of ** Is it true V and I again 
affected not to understand her; and then Sir Joshua, 
taking hold of her arm, attempted to pull her away, 
saying : — 

" Come, come, Mrs. Cholmondeley, I won't have her 
overpowered here ! '' 

I love Sir Joshua much for this. But Mrs. Chol- 
mondeley, turning to him, said, with quickness and 
yehemence : — 

** Why, I a'n't going to kill her ! don't be afraid, I 
sha'n't compUment her ! — I can't, indeed !" 

Then, taking my hand, she led me through them 
all, to another part of the room, where again she exa- 
mined my phiz, and viewed and re-viewed my whole 
person. 

^* Now," said she, " do tell me ; is it true ?" 

'* What, ma'am ? — I don't — I don't know what — " 

^^Plio! what, — why you know what: in short, can 
you read ? and can you write ?" 
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'' N— o, ma'am !'* 

" I thought so/* cried she ; " I have suspected it was 
a tricky some time, and now I am sure of it. You are too 
young by half ! — it can't be l'^ 

I laughed, and would have got away, but she would 
not let me. 

" No," cried she, " one thing you must^ at least, tell 
me ; — are you very conceited ? Come, answer me,** 
continued she. *' You won't? Mrs. Bumey, Dr. Bur- 
ney, — come here, — tell me if she is not very conceited? 
— if she is not eat up with conceit by this time ?'* 

They were both pleased to answer *' Not half enough,^ 

" Well,*' exclaimed she, ** that is the most wonderful 
part of all ! Why that is yet more extraordinary than 
writing the book !'* 

I then got away from her, and again looked over Miss 
Palmer's cards : but she was after me in a minute. 

" Pray, Miss Burney," cried she, aloud, " do you 
know anything of this game V^ 

*' No, ma'am." 

'^ No ?" repeated she ; '' mafoi, that's pity !'* 

This raised such a laugh, I was forced to move on ; 
yet everybody seemed to be afraid to laugh, too, and 
studying to be delicate, as if they had been cautioned ; 
which, I have since found, was really the case, and by 
Sir Joshua himself. 

Again, however, she was at my side. 

*' What game do you like, Miss Burney V^ cried she. 

'^ I play at none, ma^am.'* 

'^ No ? pardie, I wonder at that !'' 

Did you ever know such a toad ? Again I moved on, 
and got behind Mr. W. Burke, who, turning round to 
nie, said, — 

" This is not very politic in us. Miss Burney, to play at 
cards, and have you listen to our follies.*' 
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now. 
my dearest 
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^B There's for you ! I am to pass for a ci 
■ . My frank will hold no more. Adieu, 
Susan, 

Jnnuary 1 1. 
Yotir repeated call, my dear Susan, makes me once 
more attempt to finish my visit to Sir Joshua : but I have 
very much foi^otten where I left off; therefore, if I am 
guilty of repetitioa or tautology, you must not much 
marvel. 

Mrs. Cholmondeley hunted me quite round the card- 
table, from chair to chair, repeating various speeches of 
Madame Duval ; and when, at last, I got behind a sofa, 
out of her reach, she called out aloud, " Polly, Polly ! 
ouly think ! mias has danced with a lord !" 

Some time after, contriving to again get near me, she 
began flirting her fan, and exclaiming, "Well, miss, I 
have had a beau, I assure you ! ay, and a very pretty 
beau too, though I don't know if his lodgings were so 
prettily furnished, and everything, aa Mr. Smith's." 

Then, applying to Mr. Cholmondeley, she said, "Pray, 
sir, what is become of my lottery- ticket V 
" I don't know," answered he. 
^^_ " Pardie," cried she, "you don't know nothing !" 
^B(I had now again made off, and, after much rambling, 
^^St last seated myself near the card-table: but Mrs. 
Cholmondeley was after me in a minute, and drew a 
chair next mine. I now found it impossible to escape, 
and therefore forced myself to sit still. Lord Palmerston 
and Sir Joshua, in a few moments, seated themselves 
by us. 

1 must now write dialogue -fash ion, to avoid the enor- 
mous length of Mrs. C.'s name, 

Mrs. Choi. — I have been very ill ; monstrous ill 
indeed ! or else I should have been at your house long 
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ago. Sir Joshua, pray how do you do ? You know^ I 
suppose, that I don't come to see you ? 

Sir Joshua could only laugh; though this was her 
first address to him. 

Mrs. Choi. — Pray, miss, what's your name ? 

F. B. — Frances, ma'am. 

Mrs. Choi. — Fanny ? Well, all the Fannys ait 
excellent! and yet, — my name is Mary! Pray, Milt 
Palmers, how are you ? — though I hardly know if I shall 
speak to you to-night. I thought I should never have 
got here I I have been so out of humour with the 
people for keeping me. If you but knew, cried I, to 
whom I am going to-night, and who I shall see to-nigh^ 
you would not dare keep me muzzing here ! 

During all these pointed speeches, her penetrating eyes 
were fixed upon me; and what could I do? — wha^ 
indeed, could anybody do, but colour and simper? — all 
the company watching us, though all, very delicately, 
avoided joining the confab. 

Mrs. Choi. — My Lord Palmerston, I was told to-night 
that nobody could see your lordship forme, for that yoa 
supped at my house every night ? Dear, bless me, no ! 
cried I, not every night ! and I looked as confused as I 
was able ; but I am afraid I did not blush, though I tried 
hard for it ! 

Then, again, turning to me, 

*^That Mr. What-d'ye-call-him, in Fleet-street, is a 
mighty silly fellow; — perhaps you don't know who I 
mean ? — one T. Lowndes, — but maybe you don't know 
such a person ?'* 

F. B. — No, indeed, I do not I — ^that I can safely say. 

Mrs. Choi. — I could get nothing from him: but I told 
him I hoped he gave a good price; and he answered me, 
that he always did things genteel. What trouble and 



SyTHE AUTHOR OP EVELINA. 

tagging we had ! Mr. [I cannot recollect the name 

she mentioned] laid a wager the writer was a man : — I 
gaid I was sure it was a woman : but now we are both 
out; for it's a girl !" 

In this comical, queer, flighty, whimsical manner she 
ran on, till we were summoned to supper; for we were 
not allowed to break up before : and then, when Sir 
Joshua and almost everybody was gone down stairs, she 
changed her tone, and, with a face and voice both grave, 
said: 

*' Well, Miss Eumey, you must give me leave to say 
one thing to you ; yet, perhaps you won't, neither, will 
you ?" 

" What is it, ma'am V 

" Why it is, that I admire you more than any human 
being! and that I can't help!" 

Then, suddenly rising, she hurried down stairs. 

While we were upon the stairs, I heard Miss Palmer 
say to Miss Fanny Cholraondeley, 

" Well, you don't find Miss Burney quite so tre- 
mendous a person as you expected ?" 

Sir Joshua made me sit next him at supper; Mr. 
William Burke was at my other side; though, after- 
wards, I lost the Knight of Pliniton, who, as he eats no 
suppers, made way for Mr. Gwatkin, and, as the table 
was crowded, stood at the fire himself. He was extremely 
polite and flattering in his manners towards me, and 
entirely avoided all mention or hint at "Evelina" the whole 
evening: indeed, I think I have met with more scru- 
pulous delicacy from Sir Joshua than from anybody, 
although I have heaid more of his approbation than of 

most any other person's, 

'. W. Burke was immensely attentive at table ; but, 
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lest he should be thought a Mr. Smith for his pains, he 
took care, whoever he helped, to add, ^^ You know I am 
all for the ladies V^ 

I was glad I was not next Mrs. Cholmondeley ; but 
she frequently, and very provokingly, addressed herself 
to me ; once she called out aloud, '^ Pray, Miss Bumey, 
is there anything new coming out V^ And another time, 
^^Well, I wish people who can entertain me would 
enterta'm me !" 

These sort of pointed speeches are almost worse than 
direct attacks ; for there is no knowing how to look, or 
whatto say, especially where the eyes of a whole com- 
pany mark the object for whom they are meant. 

To the last of these speeches I made no sort of answer: 
but Sir Joshua very goodnaturedly turned it from me, 
by saying, 

" Well, let every one do what they can in their 
different ways ; do you begin yourself.'* 

"Oh, I can't r* cried she; ^' I have tried, but I 
can't.'' 

^' Do you think, then,'' answered he, " that all the 
world is made only to entertain you V* 

A very lively dialogue ensued. But I grow tired of 
writing. One thing, however, I must mention, which, 
at the time, frightened me wofuUy. 

" Pray, Sir Joshua," asked Lord Palmerston, " what 
is this Warley that is just come out ?" 

Was not this a cruel question ? I felt in such a 
twitter ! 

" Why, I don't know," answered he ; ^' but the re- 
viewers, my Lord, speak very well of it." 

Mrs. Choi.— Who wrote it ? 

Sir Joshua. — Mr. Huddisford. 
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Mrs, Choi.— 0! I don't like it at all, then ! Huddis- 
ford ! What a name ! Miss Burney, pray can you 
conceive anything of auch a name as Huddisford? 

I could not speak a word, and I dare say I looked 
no-liow. But was it not an unlucky reference to me ? 

Sir Joshua attempted a kind of vindication of hiofi: 
but Lord Paloierston said, drily, 
_ "I think, Sir Joshua, it is dedicated to you ?" 
^B " Yes, my Lord," answered he. 
WL " Oh, your servant ! Is it so ?" cried Mrs. Cholmonde- 
~ley ; " then you need say no more !" 

Sir Joshua laughed, and the subject, to my great re- 
lief, was dropped. 

When we broke up to depart, which was not till near 
two in the morning, Mrs. Cholmondeley went up to ray 
mother, and begged her permission to visit in St. Mar- 
tin's-atreet. Then, as she left the room, she said to me, 
with a droll sort of threatening look, 

" You have not got rid of me yet, I have been forcing 
myself into your house." 

I must own I was not at all displeased at this, as I 
had very much and very reasonably feared that she would 
have been by then as sick of me from disappointment, as 
she was before eager for me from curiosity. 

When we came away, Offy Palmer, laughing, said to 



K " I think this will be a breaking-in to you 1" 
^ "Ah," cried I, "if I had known of your party !" 
" You would have been sick in bed, I suppose '(" 
I would not answer " No," yet I was glad it was over. 
And so concludeth this memorable evening. Yet I must 
tell you that I observed with much delight, that who- 
ever spoke of the Thrales, was sure to turn to me, 
whence I conclude, since I am sure no puffs of mine can 
•TOIo I. M 
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have caused it, that her kindness towards me has been 
poblished by herself. 



I shall now skip to the Thursday following, when I 
accompanied my father to Streatham* We had a de« 
lightful ride, though the day was horrible. 

In two minutes we were joined by Mr. Seward, and 
in four, by Dr. Johnson. Mr. Seward, though a reserved 
and cold young man, has a heart open to friendship, and 
very capable of goodnature and goodwill, though I 
believe it abounds not with them to all indiscriminately: 
but he really loves my father, and his reserve once, is al- 
ways, conquered. He seemed heartily glad to see us 
both : and the dear Dr. Johnson was more kind^ more 
pleased, and more delightful than ever. Our several 
meetings in town seem now to have quite established me 
in his favour, and I flatter myself that if he were now 
accused of loving me, he would not deny it, nor, as be- 
fore, insist on waiting longer ere he went so far, 

*^ I hope. Dr. Bumey,^' cried Mr. Seward, *' you are 
now come to stay?'* 

" No !'' cried my father, shaking his head, *' that is 
utterly out of my power at present.'^ 

"Well, but this fair lady'* — (N.B. Fair and brown are 
synonymous terms in conversation, however opposite in 
looks) *' I hope will stay ?'* 

*' No, no, no !'^ was the response, and he came to me 
and pressed the invitation [very warmly ; but Dr. John- 
son, going to the window, called me from him. 

'* Well, my dear,'' cried he, in a low voice, " and how 
are you now ? have you done fretting ? have you got oyer 
your troubles V* 

"Ah, sir,'* quoth I, " I am sorry they told you of my 
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folly ; yet I am very mucli obliged to you for bearing to 
hear of it with so much indiilgencej for I had feared it 
would have made you hold me cheap ever after." 

" No, my dear, no ! What should I hold you cheap 
for ? It did not surprise me at all ; I thought it very na- 
tural ; but you must think no more of it." 

F. B. — Why, sir, to say the truth, I don't know, 
after all, whether I do not owe the affair in part to 
you! 

Dr. J.— To me ? how bo ? 

F. B. — Why, the appellation of "little Buraey," I 
think, must have come from yoUj for I know of nobody 
else that calls rae so. 

This is a fact, Susy, and the "dear little Burney" 
makes it still more suspicious, for I am sure Sir Joshua 
Reynolds would never speak of me so facetiously alter 
only one meeting. 

Dr. Johnson seemed almost shocked, and warmly de- 
nied having been any way accessory. 

" Why, sir," cried I, " they say the pamphlet was writ- 
ten by a Mr. Huddisford. Now I never saw, never heard 
of him before ; how, therefore, should he know whether 
I am little or tall? he could not call me little hy inspi- 
ration ; I might be a Patagonian for anything he could 
tell." 

Dr. J. — Pho ! fiddle-faddle ; do you suppose your book 
is so much talked of and not yourself? Do you think 
your readers will not ask questions, and inform themselves 
whether you are short or tall, young or old ? Why should 
you put it on me ? 

After this he made me follow him into the library, that 

we might continue our confab without interruption ; and 

just as we were seated, entered Mrs. Thrale. I flew to 

_ier, and she received me with the sweetest cordiality. 
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Tiiey placed me between them, and we had a most delt-fl 
cioua trio. 

We talked over the visit at Sir Joshua's ; and Dr. 
Johnson told me that Mrs. Cholraondeley was tlie first 
person who publicly praised and recommended " Eve- 
lina," among the wits. Mrs.Thrale told -me that at 
Tunbridge and BrightheJmstone it was the universal 
topic ; and that Mrs. Montagu had pronounced the de*J 
dication to be so well written, that she could not but sup* 
pose it must be the doctor's. 

"She is very kind," quoth I, "because she likes oM 
part better than another, to take it from me!" 

"You must not mind that," said Dr. Johnson, "for 
such things are always said where books are successful. 
There are three distinct kind of judges upon all new au- 
thors or productions; the first are those who know no 
rules, but pronounce entirely from their natural taste and 
feelings; the second are those who know and judge by 
luks; and the third are those who know, but are above 
the rules. These last are those you should wish to sattsfytJ 
Next to them rate the natural judges ; but ever despisn 
those opinions that are formed by the rules." § 

Mrs. Thrale wanted me much to stay all night, but it 
could not be; and she pressed me to come the next 
week, to be introduced to Miss Slreatfield, who, she said, 
much wished the same ; but these wishes only serve to 
chill me, for I am sure I shall always disappoint them; 
and therefore tlie minute I hear anybody desires particu- 
larly to see me, I desire particularly to avoid them ! 

Don't scold, Susy, for I can't help it. The idea ofl 
being an object of any attention, gives me a restraints 
equally unconquerable and uncomfortable. I therefb 
entirely deferred repeating my visit till your retum, 
I only could have had leave for one day. 
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Wiiea we came home we heard that Mrs, Cholmon- 
deleyhad been at our houee almost all the morning, ask- 
ing questions innumerable about me, and asserting that 
she must come to close quarters with me, ere she could 
satisfy her mind fully that all those characters could be 
my own ! She said, moreover, that Lord Palmerston, 
hearing the authoress of " Evelina" was to be at Sir 
Joshua's, had begged to be invited. 

But what was most charming, she said that my whole 
behaviour that evening was sat upon afterwards, and that 
the jury brought in their verdict, that it was strictly pro- 
per. This, I will own, has relieved me from some very 
disagreeable apprehensions I had been full of, that I had 
certainly disappointed the whole party, and exposed ray- 
self to their ridicule- 
Last week I called on Mrs. Williams, and Dr. John- 
son, who had just returned from Streatham, came down 
stairs to me, and was so kind ! I quite doat on him ; and 
I do really believe that, take away Mr. Crisp, there is 
no man out of this house who has so real and affectionate 
a regard for me : and 1 am sure, take away the same 
person, I can with the utmost truth say the same thing 
in return. 

I asked after all the Streathamites. 
" Why," said he, " we now only want you — we have 
Miss Streatfield, Miss Brown, Murphy, and Seward— 
we only want you ! Has Mrs. Thrale called on you 
lately ?" 
" Yes, sir," 

"Ah," said he, " you are such a darling !" 
Mrs. Williamt added a violent compliment to this, but 
concluded with saying, 
" My only fear is lest she should put me in a book !" 
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Sir Joshua Reynolds,^ answered Dr. Johnson, '^says, 
that if he were conscious to himself of any trick, or any 
affectation, there is nobody he should so much fear as 
this little Bumey!" 

This speech he told me once before, so that I 6nd it 
has struck him much ; and so I suppose it did Mr« Hud- 
disford, who, probably, has heard one similar to it. 

9|c :|c :ic :|E 

The Sunday following, Mr. Seward drank tea, and 
Mr. Baretti supped here. 

I had a great deal of conversation with Mr. Sewaid 
about Miss Streatfield : he thinks her a very pleasing 
girl; but, notwithstanding her knowledge of what he 
calls ^^ the crooked letters," he owned that he thought 
her neither bright nor deep, and rather too tender- 
hearted, for that she had tears at command. 

Miss Brown, though far less formed and less cultivated, 
he said had a better natural understanding : but she was 
coarse and rough. 

Of whom, I wonder, would Mr. Seward speak really 
well ? I think, altogether, he is more difficult to please 
as to persons than anybody I know. 

He was so facetious as to propose my writing for 
Lady Miller^s vase, and undertook to convey my verses 
to it. 

He asked many questions of when I should go to 
Streatham ; but said he was sure Miss Streatfield would 
not answer to me. 

Baretti worries me about writing — asks a million of 
questions of how much I have written, and so forth, and 
when I say ^^ nothing,^^ he raves and rants, and says he 
could beat me. 

However, we had a very agreeable evening. Baretti 
was in very good humour, and Mr. Seward was ex- 
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tremely droll and entertaining. You know /es agrimens 
.sie all his own, when he cliooses to call for them. 
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And now, my dear Susan, to relate the afiairs of an 
ling, perhaps the most important of my life. To 
say that, is, I am sure, enough to interest you, my 
dearest girl, in all I can tell you of it. 

On Monday last, my father sent a note to Mrs. Cbol- 
mondeiey, to propose our waiting on her the Wednesday 
following; she accepted the proposal, and accordingly 
on Wednesday evening, my father, mother, and self went 
to Hertford-street. 

I should have told you that Mra. Cholmoiideley, 
when my father some time ago called on her, sent me a 
message, that if I would go to see her, I should not 
again be stared at or worried ; and she acknow- 
ledged that my visit at Sir Joshua's was a formidable 
one, and that I was watched the whole evening ; but 
that upon the whole, the company behaved extremely 
well, for they only ogled ! 

Well, we were received by Mrs. Cholmondeley with 
great politeness, and in a manner that showed she in- 
tended to entirely throw aside Madame Duval, and to 
conduct herself towards me in a new style. 

Mr. and the Misses Cholmondeley and Miss Forrest 
were with her ; but who else think you ? — why Mrs. 
Sheridan ! I was absolutely charmed at the sight of 
her, I think her quite as beautiful as ever, and even 
more captivating ; for she has now a look of ease and 
happiness that animates her whole face. 

Miss Linley was with her ; she is very handsome, 
but nothing near her sister : the elegance of Mrs. She- 
ridan's beauty is unequalled by any I ever saw, except 

~.ti, Crewe. I was pleased with her in all reapecta. 
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She is much more lively and agreeable than I had any 
idea of finding her ; she was very gay, and very unaf- 
fectedy and totally free from airs of any kind. 

Miss Linley was very much out of spirits ; she did 
not speak three words the whole evening, and looked 
wholly unmoved at all that past. Indeed she appeared 
to be heavy and inanimate. 

Mrs. Cholmondeley sat next me. She is determined, 
I believe, to make me like her ; and she ml\, I believe, 
have full success ; for she is very clever, very entertain- 
ing, and very much unlike anybody else. 

The first subject started was the Opera, and all joined 
in the praise of Pacchierotti. Mrs. Sheridan declared 
she could not hear him without tears, and that he was 
the first Italian singer who ever afiected her to such a 
degree. 

They then talked of the intended marriage of the 
Duke of Dorset with Miss Cumberland, and many 
ridiculous anecdotes were related. The conversation 
naturally fell upon Mr. Cumberland, and he was finely 
cut up ! 

'^ What a man is that T said Mrs. Cholmondeley : ^^ I 
cannot bear him — so querulous, so dissatisfied, so deter* 
mined to like nobody and nothing but himself!" 

** What,^ Mr. Cumberland ?*' exclaimed I. 

'*Yes," answered she; *^ I hope you don't like 
him V 

^^ I donH know him, ma'am. I have only seen him 
once, at Mrs. Ord's.'* 

** Oh, don't like him for your life ! I charge you not! 
I hope you did not like his looks?" 

"Why,'' quoth I, laughing, '*! went prepared and 
determined to like him ; but, perhaps, when I see him 
next, I may go prepared for the contrary/' 
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After this, Miss More wae meotioned ; and I was asked 
what I tlioiight of her? 

" Don't be formal with me ; if you are, I sha'n't like 
you I" 

" I have no hope that you will any way !" 

" Oh, fie ! fie ! but aa to Miss More — I don't iike her 
at all; that is, I detest her! Site does nothing but 
flatter and fawn ; and then she thinks ill of nobody. 
Don't you hate a person who thinks ill of nobody ?" 

My father then told what Dr. Johnson had said to her 
on the occasion of her praising him. 

" This rejoices, this does me good!" cried she; "I 
would have given the world to have heard that. Oh, 
there's no supporting the company of professed flatterers. 
She gives me such doses of it, that I cannot endure her; 
but I always sit still and make no answer, but receive it 
as if I thought it my due : that is the only way to quiet 
her. She is really detestable. I hope, Miss Burney, 
you don't think I admire all geniuses ? The only 
person I flatter," continued she, "is Garrick; and he 
likes it so much, that it pays one by the spirits it gives 
him. Other people that I like, I dare not flatter. '^ 

A rat-tat-tat -tat ensued, and the Earl of Harcourt 
was announced. When he had paid his compliments to 
Mrs. Cholmondeley,-^ 

" I knew, ma'am," he said, " that I should find you 
at home." 

" I suppose, then, my lord," said she, " that you 
have seen Sir Joshua Reynolds; for he is engaged to 
be here." 

•'I have," answered his lordship; " and heard from 
him that I should be sure to find you." 

And then he added some very fine compliment, but I 
_liave forgot it. 
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Ohy my lord/' cried she, ^ yoa have the mofit dis- 
cernment of anybody ! His lordship (turning another 
way) always says these things to me, and yet he never 
flatters." 

Lord Harcourt, speaking of the lady from whose hoose 
he was just come^ said, 

'' Mrs. Vesey is vastly agreeable, but [her fear of 
ceremony is really troublesome; for her eagerness to 
break a circle is such, that she insists upcm everybody's 
sitting with their backs one to another; that is, the 
chairs are drawn into little parties of three together, in a 
confused manner, all over the room.^ 

" Why, then,'' said my father, '^they may have the 
pleasure of caballing and cutting up one another, even 
in the same room.'* 

" Oh, I like the notion of all things/' cried Mrs. 
Cholmondeley, *^ I shall certainly adopt it !" 

And then she drew her chair into the middle of our 
circle. Lord Harcourt turned his round, and his back 
to most of us, and my father did the same. You can't 
imagine a more absurd sight. 

Just then the door opened, and Mr. Sheridan en* 
tered. 

Was I not in luck ? Not that I believe the meetii^ 
was accidental ; but I had more wished to meet him and 
his wife than any people I know not. 

I could not endure my ridiculous situation, but re- 
placed myself in an orderly manner immediately. Mr. 
Sheridan stared at the mall, and Mrs. Cholmondeley said 
she intended it as a hint for a comedy. 

Mr. Sheridan has a very fine figure, and a good though 

"^ '^on't think a handsome face. He is tall, and very up- 

jdd his appearance and address are at once manly 

ihionable, without the smallest tincture of foppery 
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ov modish graces. In short, I like him vastly, and think 
him every way worthy his beautiful companion. 

And let me tell you what I know will give you as much 
pleasure as it gave me, — that, by all I could observe 
in the course of the evening, and we stayed very late, 
they are extremely happy in each other; he evidently 
adores her, and she as evidently idolises him. The 
world has by no means done him justice. 

When he had paid his comphments to all his ac- 
quaintance, he went behind the sofa on which Mrs. 
Sheridan and Miss Cholmondeley were seated, and en- 
tered into earnest conversation with them. 

Upon Lord Ilarcourt's again paying Mrs. Cholmon- 
deley some compliment, she said, 

" Well, my lord, after this I shall be quite sublime for 
some days! I shan't descend into common life till — 
till Saturday, and then I shall drop into the vulgar style 
— I shall be in the maj'oi way.'' 

I do really believe she could not resist this, for she had 
seemed determined to be quiet. 

When next there was a rat-tat, Mrs. Cholmondeley 
and Lord Harcourt, and my father again, at the command 
of the former, moved into the middle of the room, and 
then Sir Joshua Ileynolds and Dr. Wharton entered. 

No further company came. You may imagine there 
was a general roar at the breaking of the circle, and 
when they got into order, Mr. Sheridan seated himself in 
the place Mrs. Cholmondeley had left, between my 
father and myself. 

And now I must tell you a little conversation which I 
did not hear myself till I came home ; it was between 
Mr. Sheridan and my father. 

"Dr. Bumey," cried the former, " have you no older 
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daughters? Can tliis possibly be the authoress of 
' Evehna V '* 

And then he said abundaDceofBoe things, and begged' 
my father to introduce him to me. 

" Why, it will be a very formidable thing to befj" anl 
swered he, " to be introduced to you." 

" Well then, by and by," returned he. 

Some time after this, my eyes happening to meet hia^- 
he waived the cereUony of introduction, and in a low 
voice said, 

" I have been telling Dr. Bumey that I have long et- 
pected to see in Miss Bumey a lady of the graved 
appearance, with the quickest parls." 

I was never much more astonished than at this nnex* 
pected address, as among all my numerous pullers the 
name of Sheridan has never reached me, and I did really 
imagine he had never deigned to look at my trash. 

Of course I could make no verbal answer, and he 
proceeded then to speak of " Evelina" in terras of the 
highest pr^se ; but I was in such a ferment from surprise 
^nnt to say pleasure), that I have no recollection of his 
expressions. I only remember telling hira that I was 
much amazed he had spared time to read it, and that he 
repeatedly called it a most surprising book ; and some* 
time after he added, " But I hope. Miss Bumey, you 
don't intend to throw away your pen V 

" You should take care, sir," said I, " what you say: 
for you know not what weight it may have." 

He wished it might have any, he said, and soon after 
turned again to my father. 

I protest, since the approbation of the S treat ham ites, I 
have met with none so flattering to me as this of Mr. 
iridan, and so very unexpected. 
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: up to me, and after some 



a then came 
_j irsation eaid, 

" Pray do you know anything of the ' Sylph P' " 

This is a novel, lately advertised by Lowndes. Mr. 
Hutton has already been with me to inquire if it was 
mine. 

"No," quoth I. 

" Don't you, upon your honour ?" 

" Upon my honour ? — did you suspect me V 

" Why, a friend of mine sent for it upon suspicion." 

" So did we," said Miss Linley, "but I did not suspect 
after I had read it." 

"What is the reason,'' said Sir Joshua, "that 
Lowndes always advertises it with 'Evelina?' " 

" Indeed I know nothing about it." 

" Ma'am," cried Mr. Sheridan, turning to me abruptly, 
" you should send and order him not, — it is a take in, 
and ought to be forbid;" and with great vehemence he 
added, "it is a most impudent thing in that fellow !" 

I assui-e you I took it quite kind in him to give me 
this advice. By the way, Mrs, Thrale has sent me a 
message to the same purpose. 

About this time Mrs. Cholmondeley was making much 
sport, by wishmg for an acrostic on her name. She said 
she had several times begged for one in vain, and began 
to entertain thoughts of writing one herself. 

" For," said she, " I am very famous for my rhymes, 
though I never made a line of poetry in my life." 

*'An acrostic on your name," said Mr. Sheridan, 
" would be a formidable task ; it must be so long that I 
think it should be divided into cantos." 

"Miss Burney," cried Sir Joshua, who was now re- 
seated, " are not you a writer of verses ?" 

P-B.-No, sir. 
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Mrs. Choi. — O don't believe her. I have made a 
resolution not to believe anything she says. 

Mr. Sheridan. — I think a lady should not write verses 
till she is past receiving them. 

Mrs. Choi, (rising and stalking majestically to- 
wards him). — Mr. Sheridan, pray, sir, .what may 
you mean by this insinuation ; did I not say I writ 
verses ? 

Mr. Sheridan. — Oh, but you — 

Mrs. Choi. — Say no more, sir! You have made 
your meaning but too plain already. There now, I think 
that's a speech for a tragedy ! 

Some time after. Sir Joshua returning to his standing* 
place, entered into confab with Miss Linley and your 
slave, upon various matters, during which Mr. Sheridan, 
joining us, said, 

'^ Sir Joshua, I have been telling Miss Bumey that she 
must not suffer her pen to lie idle — ought she T^ 

Sir Joshua.-— No, indeed, ought she not. 

Mr. Sheridan. — Do you then. Sir Joshua, persuade 
her. But perhaps you have begun something? May 
we ask ? Will you answer a question candidly ? 

F. B. — I don't know, but as candidly as Mt%. Candour 
I think I certainly shall. 

Mr. Sheridan. — ^What then are you about now? 

F. B.— Why, twirling my fan, I think! 

Mr. Sheridan.— .No, no ; but what are you about at 
home ? However, it is not a fair question, so I won't 
press it. 

Yet he looked very inquisitive ; but I was glad to get 
off without any downright answer. 

Sir Joshua. — Anything in the dialogue way, I think, 
she must succeed in ; and I am sure invention will not 
be wanting. 
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Mr. Sheridan. — No, indeed; I think, and say, she 
should write a comedy. 

Sir Joshua. — I am sure I think so ; and hope she will, 

I could only answer by incredulous exclamations. 

" Consider," continued Sir Joshua, " you have already 
had all the applause and fame you can have given you 
in the closet; but the acclamation of a theatre will be 
new to you." 

And then lie put down his trumpet, and began a violent 
clapping of his hands. 

I actually shook from head to foot! I felt myself 
already in Drury Lane, amidst the hubbub of a first 
night, 

" Oh, no !" cried I, " there may be a noise, but it will 
be just the reverse." And I returned his salute with a 
hissing. 

Mr. Sheridan joined Sir Joshua very warmly. 

" O sir !" cried I, " you should not run on so, — you 
don't know what mischief you may do!" 

Mr. Sheridan. — I wish I may — I shall be very glad to 
be accessory. 

Sir Joshua. — She has, certainly, something of a knack 
at characters ; — where she got it, I don't know, — and 
how she got it, I can't imagine ; but she certainly has it. 
And to throw it away is — 

Mr. Sheridan. — Oh, she won't, — she will write a 
comedy, — she has promised me she will ! 

F. B. — Oh ! — if you both run on in this manner, I 
shall— 

I was going to say get under the chair, but Mr. She- 
ridan, interrupting me with a laugh, said, 

" Set about one ? very well, that's right !" 

" Ay," cried Sir Joshua, " that's very right. And 
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yoa (to Mr. Sheridan) would take anything of hers, 
would you not? — unsight, unseen?'' 

What a ipoint blank question ! who but Sir Joshua J 
would ha^e ventured it ! 

" Yes," answered M r. Sheridan, with quicknesd, " andj 
make her a bow and my best thanks into the t 
gain." 

Now, my dear Susy, tell me, did yoa ever hear t 
fellow to such a speech aa this ! — it was all I could d 
to sit it. 

" Mr. Sheridan," I exclaimed, ** are you not mockiaj 
roe?" 

" No, upon my honour ! this is what I have m< 
tated to say to you the first time I should have 
pleasure of seeing you." 

To be sure, as Mrs. Thrale says, if folks are to 
spoilt, there is nothing in the world so pleasant AS 
spoiling ! But I was never so much aRtonished, and 
seldom have been so much delighted, as by this attack 
of Mr. Sheridan. Afterwards he took my father aside, 
and formally repeated his opinion that I should write 
for the stage, and his desire to see my play, — with enco- 
miums the most Hatteringof " Evelina." 

And now, my dear Susy, if I should attempt the staj 
I think I may be fairly acquitted of presumption, 
however I may fail, that I was strongly pressed to try 
by Mrs. Thrale, and by Mr. Sheridan, the most success- 
ful and powerful of all dramatic .living authors, will 
abundantly excuse my temerity. 

In short, — this eveuing seems to have been decisive; 
my many and increasing scruples all gave way to 
couragenient so warm, from so experienced ajudge, wl 
is himself interested, in not making such a request 
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complaisance. Some time after. Sir Joshua beckoned 
to Dr. Warton to approach us, and said, 

^^ Give me leave. Miss Bumey, to introduce Dr« 
Warton to you/' 

We both made our reverences, and then Sir Joshua, 
who was now quite facetious, said, laughing, ^ 

" Come, Dr, Warton, now give Miss Bumey your 
opinion of — something, — tell her what is your opinion of 
—a certain book." 

This was very provoking of Sir Joshua, and Dr. War- 
ton seemed as much embarrassed as myself; but, afteru 
little hesitation, he very politely said^ 

*' I have no opinion to give — I can only join in the 
voice of the public.'^ 

I have no more time nor room to go on, or I could 
write you a folio of the conversation at supper, when 
every body was in spirits, and a thousand good things 
were said : I sat between Sir Joshua and Miss Linley. 
Mrs. Cholmondeley addressed almost all her bon mots 
and drolleries to me, and was flattering in her distinction 
to a degree ; yet did not, as at our first meeting, over- 
power me. 
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PART V. 
1779. 

Streatham^ F£bbuary. — ^I have been here so long, 
my dearest Susan, without writing a word, that now I 
hardly know where or how to begin* But I will try to 
draw up a concise account of what has passed for this 
last fortnight, and then endeavour to be more minute. 

Mrs. Thrale and Dr« Johnson vied with each other in 
the kindness of their reception of me. Mr. Thrale 
was, as usual at first, cold and quiet, but soon^ as usual 
also, warmed into sociality. 

The next day Sir Philip Jennings Gierke came. He 
is not at all a man of letters, but extremely well-bred, 
nay, elegant, in his manners, and sensible and agreeable 
in his conversation. He is a professed minority man, 
and very active and zealous in the opposition. He had, 
when I came, a bill in agitation concerning contractors— 
too long a matter to explain upon paper — but which was 
levelled against bribery and corruption in the ministry, 
and which he was to make a motion upon in the House 
of Commons the next week. 

Men of such different principles as Dr. Johnson and Sir 
Philip, you may imagine, can not have much sympathy 
or cordiality in their political debates ; however, the very 
superior abilities of the former, and the remarkable good 
breeding of the latter, have kept both upon good terms 5 
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though they have had several arguments, in which each 
has exerted his utmost force for conquest. 

The heads of one of their debates I must try to re- 
memberj because I should be sorry to forget. Sir Phihp 
explained his bill ; Dr. Johnson ut first scoffed it; Mr. 
Thrale betted a guinea the motion would not pass, and 
Sir Philip, that he should divide a hundred and fifty 
upoa it. 

I am afraid, my dear Susan, you already tremble at 
this pohticai commencementj but I wiU soon have done, 
for I know your taste too well to enlarge upon this 
theme. 

Sir Philip, addressing himself to Mrs. Thrale, hoped 
she would not suffer the Tories to warp her judgment, 
and told me he hoped my father had not tainted my prin- 
ciples; and then he further explained his bill, and indeed 
made it appear so equitable, that Mrs. Thrale gave in to 
it, and wished her husband to vote for it. He still hung 
back ; but, to our general surprise, Dr, Johnson having 
made more particular inquiries into its merits, first 
softened towards it, and then declared it a very rational 
and fair bill, and joined with Mrs. Thrale in soliciting 
Mr. Thrale's vote. 

Sir Philip was, and with very good reason, quite de- 
lighted. He opened upon politics more amply, and freely 
declared his opinions, which were so strongly against the 
government, and so much bordering upon the republican 
principles, that Dr. Johnson suddenly took fire ; he called 
back his recantation, begged Mr. Thrale not to Tote for 
Sir Philip's bill, and grew very animated against his an- 
tagonist. 

" The bill," said he, " ought to be opposed by all ho- 
nest men.' in itself, and considered simply, it is equit- 
4tble, and I would forward it ; but when we find what a fac- 
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tioD it is to support and encourage^ it ought not to be 
listened to. AH men should oppose it who do not wish 
well to sedition !*^ 

These^ and several other expressions yet more strong, 
he made use of; and had Sir Philip had less unalterable 
politeness, I believe they would have had a vehement 
quarrel. He maintained his ground^ however, with 
calmness and steadiness, though he had neither argu- 
ment nor wit at all equal to such an opponent. 

Dr. Johnson pursued him with unabating vigour and 
dexterity, and at length, though he could not convincei 
he so entirely baffled him, that Sir Philip was self-com* 
pelled to be quiet — which, with a very good grace, he 
confessed. 

Dr. Johnson then, recollecting himself, and thinking, 
as he owned afterwards, that the dispute grew too serious, 
with a skill all his own, suddenly and unexpectedly 
turned it to burlesque ; and taking Sir Philip by the 
hand at the moment we arose after supper, and were se- 
parating for the night, 

'' Sir Philip," said he, ''you are too liberal a man for 
the party to which you belong ; I shall have much pride 
in the honour of converting you ; for I really believe, if 
you were not spoiled by bad company, the spirit of 
faction would not have possesed you. Go, then, sir, to the 
House, but make not your motion ! Give up your bill, 
and surprise the world by turning to the side of truth and 
reason. Rise, sir, when they least expect you, and 
address your fellow-patriots to this purpose: — Gentle- 
men, I have, for many a weary day, been deceived and 
seduced by you. I have now opened my eyes ; I see 
that you are all scoundrels — ^the subversion of all go- 
vernment is your aim. Gentlemen, I will no longer herd 
among rascals in whose infamy my name and character 
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must be included. I therefore renounce you allj gentle- 

IfOER, as you deserve to be renounced." 
^ Then, shaking his hand heartily, he added, 
ft "Go, sir, go to bed; meditate upon this recantation, 
pod rise in the morning a more honest man than you 
mid down." 
■ Now I must try to be rather more minute. On Thurs- 
day, while my dear father was here, who should be 
announced but Mr. Murphy; the man of all other 
strangers to me whom I most longed to see. 

He is tall and well made, has a very gentlemanlike 
appearance, and a quietness of manner upon his first 
address that, to me, is very pleasing. His face looks 
sensible, and his deportment is perfectly easy and 
polite. 

When he had been welcomed by Mrs. Tlirale, and had 
gone through the reception-salutations of Dr. Johnson 
and my father, Mrs. Thrale, advancing to me, said, 

"But here is a lady I must introduce to you, Mr. 
Murphy ; here is another F- B." 

"Indeed!" cried he, taking my hand; "is this a 
sister of Miss Brown's?" 

"No, uo; this is Miss Burney.'" 
"What!" cried he, staring, "is this — is this — this is 
not the lady that — that — " 

"Yes, but it is," answered she, laughing. 
" No, you don't say so ? You don't mean the lady 
that—" 

" Yes, yes, I do ; no less a lady, I assure you." 
He then said he was very glad of the honour of seeing 
me ; and I sneaked away. 

When we came up stairs, Mrs. Thrale charged me to 
■e myself agreeable to Mr. Murphy. 
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^ He may be of use to you, in what I am mott eager 
for — ^your writing a play: he knows stage bosiness so 
well ; and if yon will bat take a £Euicy to one another, he 
may be more able to senre you than all of ns put 
together. My ambition is, that Johnson should write 
your prologuey and Murphy your epilogue ; then I shall 
be quite happy." 

At tea-time, when I went into the Ubrary, I found 
Dr. Johnson reading, and Mrs* Thrale in close ooa- 
ference with Mr. Murphy. 

^^Itis well. Miss Bumey/' said the latter, ^^thatyoa 
are come, for we were abusing you most vilely ; we weie 
in the very act of pulling you to pieces.^^ 

^^ Don't you think her very like her father?" said 
Mrs. Thrale. 

^^ Yes : but what a sad man is Dr. Bumey, for running 
away so ! how long had he been here ?" 

Mrs. Thrale. — Oh, but an hour or two. I often say 
Dr. Bumey is the most of a male coquet of any man I 
know ; for he only gives one enough of his company to 
excite a desire for more. 

Mr. Murphy. — Dr. Bumey is, indeed, a most extra- 
ordinary man ; I think I don^t know such another: he is 
at home upon all subjects, and upon all so agreeable! 
he is a wonderful man !" 

And now let me stop this conversation, to go back to a 
similar one with Dr. Johnson, who, a few days since, 
when Mrs. Thrale was singing our father's praise, used 
this expression : 

*^ I love Bumey : my heart goes out to meet him !*' 

**He is not imgrateful, sir,'^ cried I; *^ for most 
heartily does he love you." 

^^ Does he, madam ? I am surprised at that.^' 
Why, sir? why should you have doubted it?'* 
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" Because, madam. Dr. Bumey is a man for all the 
world to love : it is but natural to love him." 

1 could almost have cried with delight at this cordialj 
unlaboured eloge. Another time, he said, 

"I much question if there is, in the world, such 
another man as Dr. Bumey." 

But to return to the tea-table. 

" If I," said Mr. Murphy, looking very archly, " had 
written a certain book — a book I won't name, but a book 
I have lately read — I would next write a comedy." 

"Giood," cried Mrs. Thrale, colouring with pleasure 
" do you think so tool" 

" Yes, indeed ; I thought so while I was reading it 
it struck me repeatedly." 

" Don't look at me. Miss Bumey,'* cried Mrs. Tlirale 
*' for this is no doing of mine. Well, I do wonder what 
Miss Bumey will do twenty years hence, when she can 
blush no more ; for now she can never bear the name of 
her book." 

Mr. Murphy. — Nay, I name no book ; at least no 
author : how can I, for I don't know the author ; there is 
no name given to it : I only say, whoever wrote that book 
ought to write a comedy. Dr. Johnson might write it for 
aught I know. 

F. B.— Oh, yes ! 

Mr. Murphy. — Nay, I have often told him he does not 
know his own strength, or he would write a comedy ; 
and so I think. 

Dr. Johnson [laughing]. — Suppose Burney and I 
begin together? 

Mr. Murphy. — Ah, I wish you would ! I wish you 
would Beaumont and Fletcher us ! 

F. B. — My father asked me, this morning, how my 
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head stood. If he should have asked me this eTening, I 
don^t know what answer I must have made. 

Mr. Murphy. — I have no wish to turn anybody's head: 
I speak what I really think ; — comedy is the forte of that 
book. I laughed over it most violently : and if the 
author — I won't say who [all the time looking away from 
me] — will write a comedy, I will most readily, and with 
great pleasure, give any advice or assistance in my 
power. 

" Well, now you are a sweet man !'* cried Mrs. Thrale, 
who looked ready to kiss him. '^ Did not I tell you, 
Miss Burney, that Mr. Murphy was the man?'* 

Mr. Murphy. — ^AU I can do, I shall be very happy to 
do; and at least, I will undertake to say I can tell what 
the sovereigns of the upper gallery will bear : for they 
are the most formidable part of an audience. I have 
had so much experience in this sort of work, that I 
believe I can always tell what will be hissed at least. 
And if Miss Burney will write, and will show me — 

Dr. Johnson. — Come, come, have done with this now; 
why should you overpower her ? Let*s have no more of 
it I don't mean to dissent from what you say ; I think 
well of it, and approve of it ; but you have said enough 
of it. 

Mr. Murphy, who equally loves and reverences Dr. 
Johnson, instantly changed the subject. 

The rest of the evening was delightful. Mr. Murphy 
told abundance of most excellent stories ; Dr. Johnson 
was ill exceeding good humour; and Mrs. Thrale all 
cheerfulness and sweetness. 

For my part, in spite of her injunctions, I could not 
speak ; I was in a kind of consternation. Mr. Murphy's 
speeches, flattering as they were, made me tremble; for 



I cannot get out of my bead the idea of disgracing so 
many people. 

After supper, Dr. Johnson turned the discourse upon 
silent folks — whether by way of reflection and reproof, or 
by accident, I know not ; but I do know he is provoked 
with me for not talking more; and I was afraid he was 
seriously provoked : but, a little while ago, I went into 
the music-room, where he was lete-^tcte with Mrs. 
Thrale, and calling me to him, he took my hand, and 
made me sit next him, in a manner that seemed truly 
a^ectionate. 

" Sir," cried I, " I was much afraid I was going out 
of your favour !" 

"Why BO? what should make you think so?" 

t" Why, I don't know — my silence, I believe. I began 
fear you would give me up." 
" No, ray darling ! — my dear little Bumey, no. When 
give you up — " 
"What then, sir?" cried Mrs. Thrale. 
" Why, I don't know ; for whoever could give her up 
would deserve worse than I can say ; I know not what 
would be bad enough." 

Streatham, Tuesday. — On my return hither, my 
dearest Susy, Mrs. Thrale received Dick with her usual 

kindness, and in the evening we wentto visit the P 's. 

Miss Thrale, Miss P , and myself, after tea, re- 
tired to have some talk among ourselves, which of all 
things in the world, is most stupid with these sort of 

misses (I mean the P 's, not Miss Thrale), and we 

took Dick with us, to make sport. 

Dick, proud of the office, played the buffoon ex- 
tremely well, and our laughs reaching to the company- 
room, we were followed by a Mr. D , a poor half- 
Kitted clergyman, Dick played his tricks over again. 
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and, mad with spirits and the applause of the yonng 
ladies, when he had done^ he clapt Mr. D on the 

back, and said^ 

'^Come, sir, now yoa do something to dirert the 
ladies." 

^' No, sir, no ; I really can%" answered be, 
" What, sir !" cried Dick, " not if the ladies request 
you ? why, then you'll never do for Mr. Smith ! Yoa 
a'n't half so clever as Mr. Smith ; and Fm sure youH 
never be a Sir Clement Willoughby !*' 

Did you ever hear the like? I was forced to turn 
myself quite away, and poor Mr. D was thunder- 
struck at the boy's assurance. When he recovered him- 
self, he said to me, 

^' Ma'am, this is a very fine young gentleman— pray 
what book is he in?'' 

"Do you mean at school, sir?" 
'' No ; I mean what books does he study at home be- 
sides his grammar ?" 

'' Indeed I don't know ; you must examine him." 
" No ? Don't you know Latin, ma'am ?" 
" No, indeed ; not at all !" 
" Really ? Well, I had heard you did.'* 
I wonder^ my dear Susy, what next will be said of me ! 
Yesterday, at night, I told Dr. Johnson the in- 
quiry, and added that I attributed it to my being at 
Streatham, and supposed the folks took it for granted 
nobody would be admitted there without knowing LatiOi 
at least. 

"No, my dear, no," answered he; "the man thought 
it because you have written a book — ^he concluded that a 
book could not be written by one who knew no Latin. 
And it is strange that it should — ^but, perhaps you do 
know it — ^for your shyness, and slyness, and pretending 
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to know nothing, never took me in, whatever you may 
do with others, I always knew you for a toadling." 

At our usual time of absconding, he would not let us 
go, and was in high goodhuniour; and when, at last, 
Mrs. Thrale absolutely refused to stay any longer, he 
took me by the hand, and said, 

" Don't you mind her, my little Bumey; do you stay 
whether she will or not," 

So away went Mrs. Thrale, and left us to a tete-d- 
Ute. 

Now I had been considering that perhaps I ought to 
speak to him of my new castle, lest hereafter he should 
suspect that I preferred the counsel of Mr. Murphy, I 
therefore determined to take this opportunity, and, after 
some general nothings, I asked if he would permit me 
to take a great liberty with him ? 

He assented with the most encouraging smile. And 
then I said, 

" 1 believe, sir, you heard part of what passed be- 
tween Mr, Murphy and me the other evening, con- 
cerning — a — a comedy. Now, if I should make such an 
attempt, would you be so good as to allow me, any time 
before Michaelmas, to put it in the coach, for you to look 
over as you go to town?" 

"To be sure, my dear! — What, have you begun a 
comedy then?" 

I told him how the aifair stood. He then gave me 
advice which just accorded with my wishes, viz., not 
to make known that I had any such intention ; to 
keep my own counsel ; not to whisper even the name 
of it; to raise no expectations, which were always pre- 
judicial, and, finally, to have it performed while the 
town knew nothing of whose it was. 

i readily assured him of my hearty concurrence in 
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his opinion ; but he somewhat distressed me when I 
told him* that Mr. Murphy must be in my confidence, 
as be had offered his services^ by desiring he might be 
the last to see it. 

What I shall do, I know not, for he has, himself, 
begged to be the first. Mrs. Thrale, however, shall 
guide me between them. He spoke highly of Mr. 
Murphy, too, for he really loves him. He said he 
would not have it in the coach, but that I should read 
it to him ; however, I could sooner drown or hang ! 

When I would have offered some apology for the 
attempt, he stopt me, and desired I would never make 
any. 

•' For,^ said he, " if it succeeds, it makes its own 
apology, if not, — '^ 

*' If not,** quoth I, " I cannot do worse than 
Dr. Goldsmith, when his play failed, — go home and 
cry !'' 

He laughed, but told me, repeatedly (I mean twice, 
which, for him, is very remarkable) that I might 
depend upon all the service in his power ; and, he 
added, it would be well to make Murphy the last 
judge, ^* for he knows the stage," he said, "and I am 
quite ignorant of it." 

Afterwards, grasping my hand with the most affec- 
tionate warmth, he said, 

'' I wish you success ! I wish you well ! my dear 
little Burney !'' 

When, at length, I told him I could stay no longer, 
and bid him good night, he said, " There is none like 
you, my dear little Burney ! there is none like you ! — 
good night, my darling !" 

You, my dearest Susy, who know so well how proud 
I am of his kindness, will, for that reason, think it not 
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ill-bestowed: but I very often and very unaffectedly 
wonder at it myself. 

* * * * « 

Yesterday morning Miss Brown made a visit here. 
Mrs. Thrale, unluckily, waa gone to town. But I am 
become quite intimate with her. She is a most good- 
humoured, frank, unad'ected, sociable girl, and 1 like 
her very much. She stayed, I believe, three hours. 
We had much talk of Mr. Murphy, whom she adores, 
and whose avowed preference of her to Miss Streatheld 
has quite won her heart. We also talked much of 
Dr. Johnson, and she confessed to me that both she 
and Miss S. S, were in fevers in his presence, from ap- 
prehension. 

" But," said she, " a lady of my acquaintance asked 
me, some time ago, if I knew you ; I said no, for then 
I had not had the honour of seeing you; welt, said 
she, but I hear Dr. Johnson is quite devoted loher; 
they say that he is grown quite polite, and waits upon 
her, and gets her her chair, and her tea, and pays her 
compliments from morning to night. I was quite glad 
to hear it, for we agreed it would quite harmonize him." 

I forgot to mention that, when I told Dr. Johusoti 
Mr. Murphy's kind offer of examining my plan, and 
the several rules he gave me, and owned that I had 
already gone too far to avail myself of his obliging in- 
tention, he said " Never mind, my dear, — ah ! you'll do 
without, — you want no rules." 

Tuesday Nigbt. — Before they went. Miss Streat- 
field came. Mrs. Thrale prevailed upon her to stay 
till the next day. 

I find her a very amiable girl, and extremely hand- 
some; not so wise as I expected, but very well; how- 
ever, had she not chanced to have had so uncommon 
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an education, with respect to literature or learning, I 
believe she would not have made her way among the 
wits by the force of her natural parts. 

Mr. Seward, you know, told me that she had tears at 
command, and I begin to think so too, for when Mrs, 
Thrale, who had previously told me I should see her 
cry, began coaxing her to stay, and saying *' If you go, 
I shall know you don't love me so well as Lady 
Gresham,'' — she did cry, not loud indeed, nor much, 
but the tears came into her eyes, and rolled down hex 
fine cheeks. 

*' Come hither, Miss Bumey," cried Mrs. Thraleji 
" come and see Miss Streatfield cry !" 

I thought it a mere badinage. I went to them, but 
when I saw real tears, I was shocked, and saying '' No, 
I wonU look at her/' ran away frightened, lest she 
should think I laughed at her, which Mrs. Thrale did 
so openly, that, as I told her, had she served me so, I 
should have been affronted with her ever after. 

Miss Streatfield, however, whether from a sweetness 
not to be ruffled, or from not perceiving there was any 
room for taking oSence, gently wiped her eyes, and 
was perfectly composed ! 



From Miss F. Burney to Mr. Crisp. 

Streatham, March 1779. 
The kindness and honours I meet with from this 
charming family are greater than I can mention ; sweet 
Mrs. Thrale hardly suffers me to leave her a moment; 
and Dr. Johnson is another Daddy Crisp to me, for he 
has a partial goodness to your Fannikin, that has made 
him sink the comparative shortness of our acquaint- 
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ance, and treat and think of me as one who had long 
laid claim to him. 

If you knew these two you would love them, 
or I don't know you so well as I think I do. Dr. 
Johnson has more fun, and comical humour, and 
love of nonsense about him, than almost anybody I 
ever saw: I mean when with those he likes ; for other- 
wise, he can be as severe and as bitter as report relates 
him. Mrs. Thrale has all that gaiety of disposition 
and lightness of heart, which commonly belong to 
fifteen. We are, therefore, merry enough, and 1 am 
frequently seized with the same tittering and ridiculous 
fits as those with which I have so often amazed and 
amused poor Kitty Cooke. 

One thing let me not omit of this charming woman, 
which I believe will weigh with you in her favour; her 
pohtical doctrine is so exactly like yours, that it is 
never started but I exclaim, " Dear ma'am, if my Daddy 
Crisp was here, I believe between you, you would 
croak me mad !" And this sympathy of horrible fore- 
sight not a little contributes to incline her to believe 
the other parts of speech with which I regale her con- 
cerning you. She wishes very much to know you, and 
I am sure you would hit it off comfortably ; but I told 
her what a vile taste you had for shunning all new 
acquaintance, and shirking almost all your old ones. 
That I may never be among the latter, heartily hopes 
my dear daddy's 

Ever affectionate and obliged, 

F.B. 
, Best love to Mrs. Ham and dear Kitty. 
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T/ie same to the same, 

Streathain, May 4, 1779. 
Oh ! my dear Daddy, 

Ah ! — alas ! — woe is me ! — In what terms may I ven- 
ture to approach you? I don't know, but the more I 
think of it, the more guilty I feel. I have a great 
mind, instead of tormenting you with apologies, and 
worrying myself with devising them, to tell you the 
plain, honest, literal truth. Indeed, I have no other 
way any chance of obtaining your forgiveness for ray 
long silence. Honestly, then, my time has, ever since 
the receipt of your most excellent letter, been not 
merely occupied, but burthened, with much employ- 
ment. I have lived almost wholly at Streatham, and 
the little time I have spent at home, has been divided 
between indispensable engagements, and preparations 
forreturntne; hither. 

But you will say there is no occasion to exert mndi 
honesty in owniog this much ; therefore now to the 
secret of the disposal of my private hours. The long 
and the short is, I have devoted them to writing, and I 
have finished a play. I must entreat you, my dearest 
daddy, to keep this communication to yourself, or, at 
least, if you own it to Kitty, whose long friendship foi 
me I am sure deserves ray confidence, make her vo\ 
not to reveal it to anybody whatsoever. 

This is no capricious request, as I will explain; 
own secret inclination leads me forcibly and involunt^ 
rily to desire concealment; but that is not all, for Dr. 
Johnson himself enjoins it; he says, that nothing can 
do so much mischief to a dramatic work as previous 
expectation„and that my wisest way will be to endea- 
vour to have it performed before it is known, except 
to the managers, to be wrilten. 
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or THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA, 

I am extremely sorry you declioe my three characters 
at a time, as I have nothing better to offer you. 
Journal I have kept none, nor had any time for such 
sort of writing. In my absences from Susan, I hare, 
indeed, occasionally made essays in that style ; but 
they are very imperfect, uncertain, and abrupt. How- 
ever, Buch sketches as she has had I will borrow of 
her for you, if, after all my transgression, you are not 
sick both of me and my affairs. 

The paragraph you saw in the papers concerning a 
lady's first attempt in the dramatic walk, meant a 
Miss Richardson, of Tower Hill, who has just brought 
out a play called " The Double Deception." 

I wish with all my heart it was in my power to take 
a trip to Chesington for a few days ; I have so many 
things I long to talk over, and I wish so sincerely to 
see you again. The homely home, as you call it, will 
never be forgotten while I keep aloof frftm my last 
home. 

But I forgot to mention, that another and a very 
great reason for secresy in regard to my new attempt, 
is what you have yourself mentioned — avoiding the 
interference of the various Macenas's who would 
expect to be consulted. Of these, 1 could not confide 
in one without disobliging all the rest; and I could 
not confide in all, without having the play read all 
over the town before it is acted. Mrs. Montagu, 
Mrs. Greville, Mrs. Crewe, Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mrs. 
Cholmondeley, and many inferior Scc.'s, think they have 
an equal claim, one with the other, to my confidence: 
and the consequence of it all would be, that, instead 
of having it, in your words, all my own, and all of a 
piece, everybody would have a stroke at it, and it 
would become a mere patchwork of all my acquaint- 
2 
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ftDce. The odI^ way to avoid this, is to keep to myself 
that such a thing exists. Those to whom I hare 
owned it seem all of the same opioion, and I am reso- 
lutely determined to own it no more. 

" Evelina" continues to sell in a most wonderful man- 
ner; a fourth edition is preparing, with cuts, designed 
by Mortimer just before he died, and executed by Uall 
and Bartolozzi. '^I 



Journal Returned. 

Streadiam, Friday, Maj. 

Once more, my dearest Susy, I will attenopt jour- 
nalising, and endeavour, according to my promise, to 
keep up something of the kind during our absence, 
however brief and curtailed. .!■ 

We took up Sir Philip Jennings Gierke at saOH 
coffee-house in our way, and two armed men met us ^fl 
the Piccadilly turnpike, and, so guarded, we got there 
very safe, but not till past one in the morning. Sir 
Philip left us the next day at noon, but we shall sea 
him again when we return from Brighthetrastone. 

To-day, while Mrs. Thrale was chatting with n 
my room, we saw Mr. Murphy drive into the coui 
yard. Down stairs flew Mrs. Thrale, but, in a fi 
minutes, up she flew again, crying, 

" Mr. Murphy is crazy for your play — he won't 
me rest for it — do) pray let me run away with the i 
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Little as I like to have it seen in this unfinishi 
state, she was too urgent to be resisted, so oS I 
made with it. 

I did not shew my phiz till I was summoned I 




1779] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 

dinner. Mr. Murphy, probably out of flummery, made 
us wait some minutes, and, when he did come, said, 

" I had much ado not to keep you all longer, for I 
could hardly get away from some new acquaintances 
I was just making." 

As he could not stay to sleep here, he had only time, 
after dinner, to finish the first act. He was pleased to 
commend it very liberally; he has pointed out two 
places where he thinks I might enlarge, but has not 
criticised one word ; on the contrary, the dialogue he 
has honoured with high praise- 
So far is well: what may be yet to come, I know 
not. Further particulars I shall write to my dear 
Padre himself. 

O — but — shall I tell you something? — yes, though 
you won't care a fig ; but I have had ray lesson in 
Latin. Br. Johnson tutored Miss Thrale while I was 
with you, and was set off for Litchfield before I came ; 
but Mrs. Thrale attended the lecture, and has told me 
every word of it she could recollect: so we must both 
be ready for him against his return. I heartily wish I 
rejoiced more sincerely in this classical plan. But the 
truth is, I have more fear of the malignity which will 
follow its being known, than delight in what advan- 
tages it may afford. All my delight, indeed, is that 
this great and good man should think me worthy his 
instructions, 

Brighthelmatone, May 26. 
I have not had a moment for writing, my dear Susy, 
since I came hither, till now, for we have been per- 
petually engaged either with sights or company ; for 
notwithstanding this is not the season, here are folks 
enough to fill up time from morning to evening. 
„ The road from Strealbam hither is beautiful: Mr., 
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Mrs., Miss Thrale, and Miss Susan Thrale, and I, tra- 
velled in a coacfa, with foar horses, and two of the 
servants in a chaise, besides two men on horseback; 
so we were obliged to stop for some time at three 
places on the road. 

Reigate, the first town, is a very old, half-mined 
borough, in a most neglected condition. A high hill, 
leading to it, afforded a very fine prospect, of the Mal- 
vern Hill nature, though inferior. We amused ourselves 
while we waited here, at a bookseller's shop, where 
Mrs. Thrale inquired if they had got the book she 
had recommended to them ? " Yes, ma'am, was the 
answer, and it's always out, — the ladies like it vastly." 
I suppose I need not tell you what it was ! 

At Cuckfield, which is in Sussex, and but fourteen 
miles hence, we dined. It is a clean and pretty town» 
and we passed all the time we rescued from eating if 
the church-yard, where I copied four epitaphs in I 
tablets, — and you shall have them. 

First: 

Lord, tliou hast pointed out mj life 

la length much like a span ; 
My age was nochiog unto thee, 
So Tain is every man. 

The second was : 

An indulgent hiuband, nod friend sincere, 
And a neighbourly man lies buried here. 
The third was upon a young wife : 
Not twelve months were passed after our wedding day, 
£ut death in come, and from a loving husband looli me away. 

The fourth, upon a young couple who both died sc 
after marriage. 

Repent in time, malte no delay, 

We after each other were soon called away. 
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So, you see, the dabblers have not been idle in the 
noble town of Cuckfield. 

The view of the South Downs from Cuckfield to this 
place is very curious and singular. We got home by 
about nine o'clock. Mr. Thrale's house is in West 
Street, which is ihe court end of the town here as well 
as in London. 'Tis a neat, small house, and I have a 
snug, comfortable room to myself. The sea is not 
many yards from our windows. Our journey was de- 
lightfully pleasant, the day being heavenly, the roads 
in fine order, the prospects charming, and everybody 
geod humoured and cheerful. 



t Thursday. 

We pass our time here most delectably. This dear 
and most sweet family grow daily more kind to me; 
and all of them contrive to make me of so much con- 
sequence, that I can now no more help being easy 
than, till lately, I could help being embarrassed. Mrs; 
Thrale has, indeed, from the first moment of our ac- 
quaintance, been to me all my heart could wish; and 
now her husband and daughter gain ground in my good 
grace and favour every day. 

Just before we went to dinner, a chaise drove up to 
the door, and from it issued Mr. Murphy. He met 
with a very joyful reception ; and Mr. Thrale, for the 
first time in his life, said he was " a good fellow ;" for 
he makes it a sort of rule to salute him with the title of 
" scoundrel," or " rascal." They are very old friends; 
and I question if Mr. Thrale loves any man so well. 

He made me many very flattering speeches, of his 
eagerness to go on with my play, to know what became 
of the several characters, and to what place I should 
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next conduct them ; assuring me that the first act had 
run in his head ever since he had read it. 

In the evening we all adjourned to Major H % 

where^ besides his own family, we found Lord Mor- 
daunty son to the Earl of Peterborough, — a pretty, 
languid, tonnish young man ; Mr. Fisher, who is said 
to be a scholar, but is nothing enchanting as a gen- 
tleman; young Fitzgerald, as much the thing as ever; 
and Mr. Lucius Concannon. 

Mr. Murphy was the life of the party : he was in 
good spirits, and extremely entertaining; he told a 
million of stories, admirably well ; but stories won't do 
upon paper, therefore I shall not attempt to present 
you with them. 

This morning, as soon as breakfast was over^ Mr. 
Murphy said^ '' I must now go to the seat by the sea- 
side, with my new set of acquaintance, from whom I 
expect no little entertainment." 

" Ay," said Mrs. Thrale, " and there youll find us 
all ! I believe this rogue means me for Lady Smatttrs 
but Mrs. Voluble must speak the epilc^ue, Mr. 
Murphy.*' 

''That must depend upon who performs the part,'^ 
answered he. 

"Don't talk of it now," cried I, "for Mr. Thrale 
knows nothing of it." 

"I think," cried Mr. Murphy, "you might touch 
upon his character in * Censor.' " 

" Ay," cried Mr. Thrale, '' I expect a knock some 
time or other: but, when it comes, I'll carryall ngf 
myrmidons to catcall it !^^ 

Mr. Murphy then made me fetch him the 2nd Act, 
and marched off with it. 

We had a very grand dinner to-day (though nothing 
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to a Streatham dinner) at the Ship Tavern, where the 
officers mess, to which we were invited by the major 
and captain. All the officers I have mentioned, and 

three or four more, the H 'b, Miss Forth, Lord 

Mordaunt, Messieurs Murphy, Fisher, and Fitzgerald, 
Dr. Delap, and our own party, made an immensely 
formidable appearance. 

Dr. Delap arrived in the morning, and is to stay two 
days. He is too silent for me to form mucli judgment 
of his companionable talents, and his appearance is 
snug and reserved. Mrs. Thrale is reading his play, 
and likes it much. It is to come out next season. It 
is droll enough that there should be, at this time, a 
tragedy and comedy in exactly the same situation, 
placed so accidentally in the same house. 

We afterwards went on the parade, where the soldiers 
were mustering, and found Captain Fuller's meii all 
half intoxicated, and laughing so violently as we past 
by them, that they could hardly stand upright. The 
captain stormed at them most angrily; but, turning to 
us, said, "These poor fellows have just been paid their 
arrears, and it is so unusual to them to have a sixpence 
in their pockets, that they know not how to keep it 
there." 

The wind being extremely high, our caps and gowns 
were blown about most abominably; and this increased 
the risibility of the merry light infantry. Captain 
Fuller's desire to keep order made me laugh as much 
as the men's incapacity to obey him ; for^ finding out 
flying drapery provoked their mirth, he went up to the 
biggest grinner, and, shaking hira violently by the 
shoulders, said, "What do you laugh for, sirrah? do 
you laugh at the ladies V and, as soon as he had given 

e reprimand, it struck him to be so ridiculous, that 
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be was obliged to turn quick round, and commit ti 
very fault he was attacking most furiously. 



I broke off where we were all assembled on Thnr** 
day, — which, by the way, is exactly opposite to the inn 
in which Charles II. hid himself after the battle of 
Worcester, previous to his escaping from the kingdom. 
So I fail not to look at it with loyal satisfaction : and 
his black-wigged majesty has, from the time of the 
Restoration, been its sign. 

After tea, the bishop, his lady, Lord Mordaunt, and 

Mrs. H seated themselves to play at whist; and 

Mr. Murphy, coming up to me, said, 

" i have had no opportunity, Miss Burney, to 
you how much I have been entertained this morningJ 
but 1 have a great deal to say to yon about 
I am extremely pleased with it, indeed. The dialt^oe 
is charming ; and the — " 

" What's that ?" cried Mrs. Thrale, " Mr. Murphy 
always flirting with Miss Burney 2 And here, too, 
where everybody's watched !'' 

And she cast her eyes towards Mrs. H , who is 

as censorious a country lady as ever locked up all het 
ideas in a country town. She has told us sneering 
anecdotes of every woman and every officer in Bright" 
helmstone. 

Mr. Murphy, checked by Mrs. Thrale's exclamation, 
stopt the conversation, and said he must run away, hot 
would return in half-an-hour. 

"Don't expect, however. Miss Burney," he saidi 
"I shall bring with me what you are thinking of: 
I can't part with it yet!" 

What 1 at it again !" cried Mrs, Thrale. " 
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flirtiDg is incessant; but if a all to Mr. Murphy's 
credit." 

Mrs. Thrale told rae afterwards^ that she made these 
speeches to divert the attention of the compauy from 
our subject ; for that she found tliey were all upon the 
watch the moment Mr. Murphy addressed rae, and 
that the bishop and his lady almost threw ilown their 
cards, from eagerness to discover what he meant. 

I am now more able to give you some sketch of 
Dr. Delapj and as he is coming into the world ne}(t 
winter, in my own walk, and, like me, for the first 
time, you may shake us together when I have drawn 
him, and conjecture our fates. 

He is commonly and naturally grave, silent, and 
absent; but when any subject is once begun upon 
which he has anything to say, he works it threadbare, 
yet hardly seems to know, when all is over, what, or 
whether anything, has passed. He is a man, as I am 
told by those who know, of deep learning, but totally 
ignorant of life and manners. As to his person and 
appearance, they are much in the John-trot style. He 
Eeems inclined to be particularly civil to me; but not 
knowing how, according to the general forms, he has 
only shown his inclination by perpetual offers to help 
me at dinner, and repeated exclamations at my not 
eating more profusely. 

So much for my brother-dramatist. 

The supper was very gay : Mrs. Thrale was in high 
spirits, and her wit flashed with incessant brilliancy; 
Mr. Murphy told several stories vvith admirable 
humour; and the Bishop of Peterborough was a 
worthy third in contributing towards general enter- 
tainment. He turns out most gaily sociable. Mrs. H. 
discussed, and, poor lady, not very mercifully. 
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Mrs. Tbrale said she lived upon the Steya, for the 
pleasure of viewing, all day long, who walked with 
who, how often the same persons were seen togethei^ 
and what visits were made by gentlemen to ladies, 
ladies to gentlemen. 

"She often tells nie," said the captain, "of mymeffi 
* Oh,' she says, ' Captain Fuller, your men are alwayrf^ 
after the ladies !' " 

" Nay," cried Mrs. Thrale, " I should have thought 
the officers might have contented her; but if she 
takes in the soldiers too, she must have business 
enough I" 

" Oh, she gets no satisfaction by her complaint^; 
for 1 only say, ' Why, ma'am, we are all young(— afi 
young and gay! — and how can we do better tii^ 
follow the ladies?"' 

"After all," returned Mrs. Thrale, "I believe si 
can talk of nothing else, and therefore we must forgi 
her." 



Friday', M^ 23. 

In the morning, before breakfast, came Dr. Delapf 
and Mrs. Thrale, in ambiguous terms, complimented 
him upon his play, and expressed her wish that she 
might tell me of it ; upon which hint he instantly took 
the manuscript from his pocket, and presented it to 
begging me, at the same time, to tell him of any fault 
that I might meet with in it. 

There, Susy ! am I not grown a grand person; 
not merely looked upon as a writer, but addressed as a 
critic ! Upon my word this is fine ! 
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By the way, it is really amazing the fatigue these 
militia officers go through, without compulsion fflf 
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interest, to spur them. Major H. is a man of at least 
aOOOl. a year, and has a nohle seat in this county, and 
quits ease, pleasure, retirement in the country, and 
public diversions in London, to take the charge of the 
Sussex militia ! Captain Fuller, too, has an estate of 
4000/. or 5000/. a year, — is but just of age, — has figure, 
understanding, education, vivacity, and independence, 
— and yet voluntarily devotes almost all hia time, 
and almost all bis attention, to a company of light 
infantry ! 

Instances such as these, my dear Susy, ought to 
reconcile all the pennyless sons of toil and industry to 
their cares and labours; since those whom affluence 
invites to all the luxuries of indolence, sicken of those 
very gifts which the others seem only to exist to 
procure. 

As soon as we returned home, I seized Dr. Delap's 

lay. It is called " Macaria." Mr. Thrale, who fre- 
quently calls me Queen Dido, from a notion that I 
resemble an actress in France who performed that part, 
and from a general idea of my having a theatrical turn, 
was mightily diverted at this oddly-timed confidence of 
Dr. Delap, and, tapping at my door, called out, "Queen 
Dido, what! rehearsing still? Why, I think you 
should tip the doctor the same compliment !" 

I could only read the first Act before dinner. Mrs. 
Thrale came to me while I was dressing, and said, 
"Murphy is quite charmed with your second Act: 
he says he is sure it will do, and more than do. He 
has been talking of you this half-hour : he calls you a 
sly designing body, and says you look all the people 
through most wickedly : he watches you, and vows he 

,s caught you in the fact, Nobody and nothing, he 
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sajra, escapes you, aod you keep lookmg round for 
characters all day long. And Br. Delap has been 
talking of you," 

" I hope he does not suspect the play?" 

" Why, he would not tell !" 

" Oh, but I should be sorry to put it in his power T' 

" Why, he's such an absent creature, that if he were 
to hear it to-day he would forget it to-morrow." 

" No, as he is engaged in the same pursuit himseUi 
this very time, I believe he would remember it." 

"Well, it's too late, however, now, for he knows it: 
but I did not tell him; Murphy did; he broke oat 
into praises of the second Act before him. But be'U 
tell nobody, depend upon it," continued she; "it 
only put him upon asking one a hundred questions 
about you, and singing your praise ; he has teased 
me all the morning about your family, and how many 
sisters and brothers you have, and if you were Dr. 
Buruey's daughter, and a million more inquiries." 



During dinner, I observed that Mr. Murphy,^ 
watched me almost incessantly, with such archness of 
countenance that I could hardly look at him ; and 
Dr. Delap did the same, with an earnestness of gravity 
that was truly solemn, — till Mr. Murphy, catching my 
eye, said, 

" We have been talking of you — ask Mrs. Thrale 
what I say of you — I have found out your schemei 
shy as you are. Dr. Delap, too, heard how I dia 
covered you." 

" Oh, but Dr. Delap," answered Mrs. Thrale, ** is thil 
best man in the world for discoveries, — for he'll forget I 
every word by to-morrow, — sha'n't you. Dr. Delap V 
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'Not Miss Burney!" cried the doctor, gallantly, 
■ I'm sure I sha'n't forget Miss Burney !" 

When Mrs. Thrale gave the signal for our leaving 
the gentlemen, Dr. Delap, as I past him, said in a 
whisper, " Have you read it ?" 

" No, not quite. 

" How do you like it 1" 

I could make but one answer. How strangely igno- 
rant of the world is this good clergyman, to ask Eucb a 
question so abruptly ! 

We were engaged to finish the evening at Major 
Holroyd's, but as I feared hurting Dr. Delap by any 
seeming indifference, I begged Mrs. Thrale to let me 
stay at home till I had read his play, and, therefore, 
the rest of the party went before me. 

I had, however, only three acts in my possession. 
The story is of the daughter and widow of Hercules ; — 
and, indeed, I liked the play much better than I 
expected to do. The story is such as renders the 
author's ignorance of common life and manners not 
very materia], since the characters are of the Heroic 
age, and therefore require more classical than ■worldly 
knowledge, and, accordingly, its only resemblance is 
to the tragedies of ^schylus and Sophocles. 

Saturday, May 29. 
Early in the morning, the kind Mrs. Thrale brought 
me your letter, saying, " Here — here's news from home ! 
My master would have had me keep it till breakfast ; 
but I told him he did not love you so well as I did ; 
he vowed that was not true, — but it's plain it was, for 
I was in most haste to make you happy." 

After breakfast, Mrs. and Miss Thrale took me to 
—Widget's, the milliner and library-woman on the Steyn. 
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After a little dawdling conversation. Captain Fuller 
came in to have a little chat. He said hehad justgoHi 
through a great operation — " I have been," he sail 
" cutting otf the hair of all my men.'' 

" And why ?" 

" Why, the duke of Richmond ordered that it should 
be done, and the fellows swore that they would not 
submit to it, — so I was forced to be the operator 
myself. I told them they would look as smart again 
when they had got on their caps ; but it went much 
against them, they vowed, at first, they would not 
bear such usage ; some said they would sooner be run 
through the body, and others, that the duke should as 
soon have their heads. I told them I would soon tr« 
that, and fell to work myself with them." ■ 

" And how did they bear it ?" 

" Oh, poor fellows, with great goodnature, when Ihejf 
found his honour was their barber: hut I thou^t 
proper to submit to hearing all their oaths, and all 
their jokes ; for they had no other comfort but to hope 
I should have enough of it, and such sort of wit. 
Three or four of them, however, escaped, but I shall 
find them out. I told them I had a good mind to cut 
my own hair off too, and then they would have a 
Captain Crop. I shall sooth them to-morrow with a 
present of new feathers for all their caps," 

Presently we were joined by Dr. Delap and Ml 
Murphy. The latter, taking me aside, said, 

" Has Mrs. Thrale told you what I said ?" 

*' I don't know, — she has told me some odd sort 
— nonsense, I was going to say." 

" But, do you know the name I have settled to ca! 
you by ?" 

" No." 
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" Miss Slyboots !— that is exactly the thing l — Oh, 
you are a wicked one ! — I have fouod you out !" 

" Oh, to be sure .' — but pray, now, don't tell such a 
name about, for if you give it, it will soon spread." 

Then he began upon the 2nd Act; but I feared 
being suspected, and stole away from him. 

Different occupations, in a tihort time, called away 
all our gentlemen but Dr. Delap; and he, seating 
himself next me, began to question me about his 
tragedy, I soon said all I wanted to say upon the 
subject, — and, soon after, a great deal more, — but not 
soon after was he satisfied ; he returned to the same 
thing a million of times, asked the same questions, 
exacted the same compliments, and worked at the 
same passages, til! I almost fell asleep with the sound 
of the same words : and at last, with what little ani- 
mation was left me, I contrived to make Miss Thrale 
propose a walk on the Steyn, and crawling out of the 
shop, I sought, — and found, — revival from the breezes. 
Yet not before he had planned a meetiug at Streatham, 
where a council, composed of Dr. Joiinson, Mr. 
Murphy, and Mrs. Thrale, are to sil upon the play for 
oral judgment, and where, at his express desire, I am 
to make one. This is to take place some time before 
the Spa journey. 

Sunday, May 30. — Just as I was finishing my attire 
for dinner, I saw Captain Fuller drive past my window 
in his plueton, and stop at the door. He had not time 
to alight. I went down stairs as soon as I was ready, 
and found the three Thrales, Mr. Murphy, and Mr. 
Michell crowding the door to take leave of him. He 
kissed his hand to me with a military air, and wishing 
me good morning, drove away. I mention this he- 
guse it comes into play afterwards. 

■TOL. I. P 
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Tn the middle of the dinner, Mr. Michell, who had 

scarce opened his mouth to me twice before, turned to 

me abruptly, and very gravely said, 

" Pray, MissBurney, where is Captain Fuller going V 

" To London, I believe, sir." 

" Dear," said Mrs. Thrale, " how odd Mr. Michel; 
is ! what should make him ask Miss Bnrney 

" Why, ma'am," said he, " a very obvious rea&OD,- 
I thought her most likely to know." 

" And why should you think that, sir?" quoth I. 

" Because I observed he would not go till he 
Been you. I saw very plainly ! — he is a fine yoi 
man, and 1 think — " 

" I think," cried Mrs. Thrale, " he could not shi 
his taste more ! And he is so amiable and so sensible, 
that I wish neither Queeny, nor Miss Bumey, noF 
Miss Brown, worse luck." 

" It is presumed, ma'am," said Mr. Michell, " thi 
he is now gone to town to wait upon Dr. Burney,- 
such, at least, is the Brighthelrastone report." 

" Well," said Mrs. Thrale, " but seriously though — 
before you came down, when I said, remember you are 
engaged at Streatham for the 10th, 11th, and 12th, 
said, 'Will Miss Burney be there?'" 

What strange and absurd rubbish ! 

Sunday evening we had the bishop, his lady, ai 
Ml. Murphy; and Right Reverend and all were mi 
outrageously merry. 

Dr. Delap is returned to Lewes; and he bored Mr. 
Murphy and Miss Thrale by asking so many questions 
of how I came to write " Evelina," and why I writ it at 
all, and what set me on-, and other such curious 
inquiries, that, at last, they almost lost all patience 
with him. 
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Stheatham, June 15. — Now, my dear Susan, hard 
and fast — let me write up to the present time. 

I left you all, as you truly say, on Saturday, in no 
very high spirits. Mrs. Thrale's visible uneasiness 
and agitation quite alarmed me. I dared ask her no 
questions; but, soon after we drove off, Sir Philip 
Gierke gently and feelingly led to the subject, and, in 
the course of our ride, got from her all the particulars 
of poor Mr. Thrale's dreadful and terrifying attack. 

I find, with true concern, that it was undoubtedly a 
paralytic stroke. He was taken ill at his sister^s, 
Mrs. Nesbitt's, during dinner; he did not absolutely 
fall, but his head sunk upon the table, and, as soon as 
he was able to raise it, they found that his reason had left 
him; — he talked wildly, and seemed to know nobody. 
Mrs. Nesbitt brought him home ; he was much better 
before Dr. Bromfield could be fetched ; yet, for three 
days afterwards, his senses, at intervals, were fright- 
fully impaired, 

When we stopped here, Sir Philip immediately went 
to Mr. Thrale, but 1 ran past the door, and up to my 
own room, for I quite dreaded seeing him till 1 had 
prepared myself to meet him without any seeming con- 
cern, as I was told that he was extremely suspicious of 
being thought in any danger. I dawdled away about 
an hour, and then asked Miss Thrale to accompany me 
into the parlour, 

Mr. Thrale was there, with Sir Philip, Mr. Seward, 
and Captain Fuller. I endeavoured to enter, and 
behave as if nothing had happened. I saw Mr.'lhrale 
fix his eyes upon me with an inquisitive and melancholy 
earnestness, as if to read my opinion : indeed, his looks 
were vastly better than I expected, but his evident 
dejection quite shocked me. I did not dare go up to 
p 2 
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him, for if he bad offered to shake hands with me, I 
believe I should have been unable to disguise my con- 
cern ; for, indeed, he has of late made himself a daily 
increasing interest in my regard and kind wishes. I, 
therefore, turned short from him, and, pretending 
earnest talk with Miss Thrale, went to one. of the 
windows. 

At dinner everybody tried to be cheerful ; but a 
dark and gloomy cloud hangs over the head of poor 
Mr. Thrale which no flashes of merriment or beams of 
wit can pierce through ; yet he seems pleased that 
everybody should be gay, and desirous to be spoken 
to, and of, as usual. 

At tea we had the company of Dr. and Mrs. Parker. 
I think I have mentioned them before. By chance I 
was about ten minutes alone with the Doctor in the 
parlour, who, with a formality that accompanies what- 
ever he says, slowly observed — 

" So, they are gone, — and I am now left alone with 
thee, Evelina !'' 

I instantly started some other subject, in order to 
stop him ; but, with the same gravity, he, nevertheless, 
chose to continue. 

" You have gained great esteem, great esteem, indeed, 
in the world, by that performance !" 

"The world," cried I, '^ is sometimes taken with a veiy 
kind fit ; Fm sure it has in regard to that poor book !" 

" No, not so, — only with a judicious fit!" 

And then he proceeded with formal compliments till 
we were joined by the rest of the company. 

After tea the Parkers left us, and we walked round 
the grounds. We now walk as much as possible, in 
order to seduce Mr. Thrale to take exercise, which is 
not only the best, but the only thing for him. 
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Sunday, June 13. — After church we all strolled 
round the grounds, and the topic of our discourse was 
Hiss Streatfield. Mrs. Thrale asserted that she had a 
power of captivation that was irresistible ; that her 
beauty, joined to her softness, her caressing manners, 
her tearful eyes, and alluring looks, would insinuate 
her into the heart of any man she thought worth 
attacking. 

Sir Philip declared himself of a totally different 
opinion, and quoted Dr. Johnson against her, who had 
told him that, taking away her Greek, she was as 
ignorant as a butterfly. 

Mr. Seward declared her Greek was^ all against her 
with him, for that, instead of reading Pope, Swift, or 
the Spectator — books from which she might derive 
useful knowledge and improvement — it had led her to 
devote all her reading time to the first eight books of 
Homer. 

" But," said Mrs. Thrale, "her Greek, you must own, 
has made all her celebrity; — you would have heard 
no more of her than of any other pretty girl, but 
for that.'' 

*' What I object to," said Sir Philip, *' is her avowed 
preference for this parson. Surely it is very indelicate 
in any lady to let all the world know with whom she is 
in love I" 

" The parson," said the severe Mr, Seward, ** I sup- 
pose, spoke first, — or she would as soon have been in 
love with you, or with me !" 

You will easily believe I gave him no pleasant look. 
He wanted me to slacken my pace, and tell him, in 
confidence, my private opinion of her: but I told him, 
very truly, that as I knew her chiefly by account, not 
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by acquaintance, I had not absolutely formed my 
opinion. 

^' Were I to live yfhh her four days,^ said this odd 
man^ ^' I believe the fifth I should want to take her to 
church." 

" You'd be devilish tired of her, though/* said Sir 
Philip, " in half a year. A crying wife will never 
do !'^ 

*' Oh, yes,'^ cried he, ''the pleasure of soothing her 
would make amends." 

'^ Ah," cried Mrs. Thrale, " I would insure her power 
of crying herself into any of your hearts she pleased. 
I made her cry to Miss fiurney, to show how beautifal 
she looked in tears." 

" If I had been her," said Mr. Seward, " I would 
never have visited you again.'' 

*' Oh, but she liked it,^ answered Mrs. T., *' for she 
knows how well she does it. Miss Burney would 
have run away, but she came forward on purpose to 
show herself. I would have done so by nobody else ; 
but Sophy Streatfield is never happier than when the 
tears trickle from her fine eyes in company.'^ 

"Suppose, Miss Burney ,'' said Mr. Seward, **we 
make her the heroine of our comedy ? and call it 
* Hearts have at ye all !' " 

" Excellent !"' cried I, " it can't be better.'' 

*^Tell me, then — what situations you will have? But 
stay, I have another name that I think will do very 
well for a comedy, — * Everything a Bore.' " 

"Oh, mighty well! and you shall be the hero!" 
cried I. 

"Well said. Miss Burney !" cried Mrs. Thrale; **and 
pray let his name be Mr. Chagrin.*' 
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Well, indeed, did she name him; for I think his 
tiinui, his sickness of the world and its inhabitants, 
grows more and more obvious every day. He is, 
indeed, a melancholy instance of the inefEcacy of 
fortune, talents, education, wit, and benevolence united, 
to render any man happy whose mind has not a native 
disposition of content. 

At dinner we had three persona added to our com- 
pany, — my dear father, Miss Streatfield, and Miss 
Brown. 

Well selected, gay, good humoured, and unconi- 
monly agreeable as was the whole society, the day 
failed of being happy; for Mr. Thrale's extreme se- 
riousness and lowness, and Mrs. Thrale's agitated and 
struggling cheerfulness, spread a degree of gravity and 
discomfort over us, that, though they prevented not 
partial and occasional sallies, totally banished our 
accustomed general and continued gaiety. 

Miss Brown, however, as you may remember I fore- 
saw, proved the queen of the day. Miss Streatfield 
requires longer time to make conquests. She is, 
indeed, much more really beautiful than Fanny Brown j 
but Fanny Brown is much more showy, and her open, 
good-humoured, gay, laughing face inspires an almost 
immediate wish of conversing and raerry-makiijg with 
her. Indeed, the two days she spent here have raised 
her greatly in my regard. She is a charming giil, and 
so natural, and easy, and sweet-tempered, that there is 
no being half an hour in her company without ardently 
wishing her well. 

Monday, June 14, proved far more lively and com- 
fortable. Mr. Thrale daily looks somewhat better; 
and his sweet wife's natural spirits and happiness in- 
sensibly, though not uniformly, return. 
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At breakfast, our party was Sir Philip, Mr. Fuller, 
Miss Streatfield, Miss Brown, the Tbrales, and h 

The first office performed was 'dressing Miss Brown* 
She had put on bright jonquil ribbons. Mrs. Thrale 
exclaimed against them immediately ; Mr. Fuller half 
joined her, and away she went, and brought greed 
ribbons of her own, which she made Miss Brown run 
up stairs with to put on. This she did with the 
utmost goodhumour : but dress is the last thing in 
which she excels ; for she , has lived so much abroad, 
and so much with foreigners at home, that she never 
appears habited as an Englishwoman, nor as a high- 
bred foreigner, but rather as an Italian opera-dancer; 
and her wild, careless, giddy manner, her loud hearty 
laugh, and general negligence of appearance, con- 
tribute to give her that air and look. I like her so 
much, that I am quite sorry she is not better advised, 
either by her own or some friend^s judgment. 

Miss Brown, however, was queen of the breakfast: 
for though her giddiness made everybody take liberties 
with her, her goodhumour made everybody love her, 
and her gaiety made everybody desirous to associate 
with her. Sir Philip played with her as with a young 
and sportive kitten ; Mr. Fuller laughed and chatted 
with her ; and Mr. Seward, when here, teazes and tor- 
ments her. The truth is, he cannot bear her, and she, 
in return, equally fears and dislikes him, but still she 
cannot help attracting his notice. 

We then all walked out, and had a very delightful 
stroll: but, in returning, one of the dogs (we have 
twelve, I believe, belonging to the house) was detected 
pursuing the sheep on the common. Miss Thrale sent 
one of the men after him, and he was seized to be 
punished. The poor creature's cries were so dreadful, 
that I took to my feet and ran away. 
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When^ after all was over, they returned to the house^ 
the saucy Captain Fuller, as soon as he saw me, 
exclaimed, ^Oh^some hartshorn! some hartshorn for 
Miss Barney !" 

I instantly found he thought me guilty of affecta- 
tion ; and the drollery of his manner made it impos- 
sible to be affronted with his accusation ; therefore I 
took the trouble to try to clear myself, but know not 
how I succeeded. I assured him that if my staying 
could have answered any purpose, I would have com- 
pelled myself to hear the screams, and witness the 
correction, of the offending animal ; but that as that 
was not the case, I saw no necessity for giving myself 
pain officiously. 

" But FU tell you," cried he, " my reason for not 
liking that ladies should run away from all disagreeable 
sights: I think that if they are totally unused to 
them, whenever any accident happens, they are not 
only helpless, but worse, for they scream and faint, 
and get out of the way ; when, if they were not so 
frightened, they might be of some service. I was with 
a lady the other day, when a poor fellow was brought 
into her house half killed: but, instead of doing him 
any good, she only shrieked, and called out — ' Oh I 
mercy on me !' and ran away." 

There was an honesty so characteristic in this 
attack, that I took very serious pains to vindicate 
myself, and told him that, if I had any knowledge of 
myself, I could safely affirm that, in any case similar 
to what he mentioped, instead of running away, I 
should myself, if no abler person were at hand, have 
undertaken not merely to see, but to bind the man's 
wounds : nor, indeed, can I doubt but I should. 

While we were dressing, Mr. Seward returned; he 
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had postponed his journey to Cornwall; and, before 
dinner. Dr. Delap arrived from Lewes. 

Mr. Seward's ennui coming under considerationy 
Mrs. Thrale asked us if he was not the PococurmnU in 
"Candider 

Not one of us had read it* 

" What !" cried Mr. Seward, " have not you. Miss 
Bumey V 

'* No, never." 

'^ Well," said Mrs. Thrale, '^ I am quite amazed at 
that ! I did not expect Dr. Delap or Sophy Streat- 
field to have read it; but how you missed it I do 
wonder." 

" Miss Streatfield," said Mr. Seward, " I dare say, 
never reads but in form — finishes one book before she 
will look at another, and spreads a green cloth on her 
table, and sets to it in earnest." 

" Perhaps," said Dr. Delap, " Miss Bumey, like 
Dr. Middleton, is in a course of reading, so goes oa 
regularly." 

" No, no," cried Mrs. Thrale, " that is not her way; 
she is a very desultory reader." 

'^ I dare say she is," said Mr. Seward, '' and that 
makes her so clever." 

"Candide" was then produced, and Mrs. Thrale 
read aloud the part concerning Pococurante: and really 
the cap fitted so well, that Mr. Seward could not 
attempt to dispute it. 

Wednesday, June 16. — ^We had, at breakfast^ a 
scene, of its sort^ the most curious I ever saw. 

The persons were Sir Philip, Mr. Seward, Dr. Delap^ 
Miss Streatfield, Mrs. and Miss Thrale, and I. 

The discourse turning, I know not how, upon Miss 
Streatfield^ Mrs. Thrale said. 
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"Ay, I made her cry once for Miss Burney as pretty 
as could be: but nobody does ci'y so pretty as the 
S. S. I'm sure, when she cried for Seward, I never 
saw her look half so lovely," 

"For Seward?" cried SirPhilip; "did she cry for 
Seward ? What a happy dog ! I hope she'll never cry 
for me, for, if she does, I won't answer for the con- 
sequences !" 

"Seward," said Mrs. Thrale, "had affronted John- 
son, and then Johnson affronted Seward, and then the 
S. S. cried." 

" Oh," cried Sir Philip, " that I had hut been 
here !" 

"Nay," answered Mrs. Thrale, "you'd only have 
seen how like three fools three sensible persons be- 
haved : for my part, I was quite sick of it, and of them 
too." 

SirPhilip. — But what did Seward do? was he not 
melted ? 

Mrs. Thrale. — Not he ; he was thinking only of his 
own affront, and taking fire at that. 

Mr. Seward. — Why, yes, I did take fire, for I went 
and planted my back to it. 

S. S, — And Mrs. Thrale kept stuffing me with toast- 
and- water. 

SirPhilip, — But what did Seward do with himself? 
Was not he in extacy '! What did he do or say ? 

Mr. Seward. — Oh, I said pho, pho, don't let's have 
any more of this, — it's making it of too much con- 
sequence : no more piping, pray. 

Sir Philip. — Well, I have heard so much of these 
tears, that I would give the universe to have a sight of 
thera. 
Mrs. Thrale. — Well, she shall cry again if you like it. 
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S. S. — No, pray, Mrs. Thrale. 

Sir Philip. — Oh, pray do ! pray let me see a little 
of it. 

Mrs. Thrale. — ^Yes, do cry a little, Sophy [in a 
i^heedling voice], pray do ! Consider, now, you are 
going to-day, and it's very hard if you won't cry a 
little : indeed, S. S., you ought to cry. 

Now for the wonder of wonders. When Mrs. Thrale, 
in a coaxing voice, suited to a nurse soothing a baby, 
had run on for some time, — while all the rest of us, in 
laughter, joined in the request, — two crystal tears came 
into the soft eyes of the S. S., and rolled gently down 
her cheeks ! Such a sight I never saw before, nor 
could I have believed. She offered not to conceal or 
dissipate them : on the contrary, she really contrived 
to have them seen by everybody. She looked, indeed, 
uncommonly handsome ; for her pretty face was not, 
like Chloe's, blubbered; it was smooth and elegant, 
and neither her features nor complexion were at all 
ruffled ; nay, indeed, she was smiling all the time. 

" Look, look !" cried Mrs. Thrale ; " see if the tears 
are not come already." 

Loud and rude bursts of laughter broke from us all 
at once. How, indeed, could they be restrained ? Yet 
we all stared, and looked and re-looked again and 
again, twenty times, ere we could believe our eyes. 
Sir Philip, I thought, would have died in convulsions; 
for his laughter and his politeness, struggling furiously 
with one another, made him almost black in the face. 
Mr. Seward looked half vexed that her crying for him 
was now so much lowered in its flattery, yet grinned 
incessantly ; Miss Thrale laughed as much as con- 
tempt would allow her; but Dr. Delap seemed petri- 
fied with astonishment* 
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When our mirth abated, Sir Philip, colouring tio- 
lently with his efforts to speak, said, 

" I thank you, ma'am, I'm much obhged to you," 

But I really believe he spoke without knowing what 
he was saying. 

" What a wonderful command," said X>r, Selap 
Tery gravely, "that lady must have over herself!" 

She now took out a handkerchief, and wiped her 
i. 

Sir Philip," cried Mr. Seward, "how can yoa 
suffer her to dry her own eyes? — yoo, who Eit next 
her ?" 

" I dare not dry them for her," answered he, "because 
I am not the right man." 

"But if I sat next her," returned hej "she should 
not dry them herself." 

" I wish," cried Dr. Delap, " I had a bottle to 
put them in ; 'tis a thousand pities they should be 
wasted," 

" There, now," said Mrs, Thrale, "she looks for all 
the world as if nothing had happened; for, you know, 
nothing has happened !" 

X. "Would you cry, Miss Burney," said Sir Philip, 
pif we asked you f 

• " Oh," cried Mrs. Thrale, " I would not do thus by 
Miss Burney for ten worlds! I dare say she would 
never speak to me again. I should think she'd be 
more likely to walk out of my house than to cry 
iause I bid her." 
I don't know how that is," cried Sir Philip ; "but 
Tm sure she's gentle enough." 

"She can cry, I doubt not," said Mr. Seward, " on 
any proper occasion." 

ut I must know," said I, "what for." 
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I did not say this loud enough for the S. S. to hear 
me ; but if I had^ she would not have taken it for the 
reflection it meant. She seemed, the whole time, 
totally insensible to the numerous strange and, indeed, 
impertinent speeches which were made, and to be very 
well satisfied that she was only manifesting a tenderness 
of disposition^ that increased her beauty of counte- 
nance. At least, I can put no other construction upon 
her conduct, which was, without exception, the strangest 
I ever saw. Without any pretence of affliction, — ^(o 
weep merely because she was bid, though bid in a 
manner to forbid any one else, — to be in good spirits 
all the time, — to see the whole company expiring of 
laughter at her tears, without being at all offended,-^ 
and, at last, to dry them up, and go on with the same 
sort of conversation she held before they started ! 

What Sir Philip or Mr. Seward privately thought 
of this incident I know not yet : but Dr. Delap said, 

*' Yes^ she has pretty blue eyes, — very pretty 
indeed ; she's quite a wonderful miss. If it had not 
been for that little gush, I don't know what would have 
become of me. It was very good-natured of her, 
really, for she charms and uncharms in a moment ; she 
is a bane and an antidote at the same time." 

Then^ after considering it more deeply, 

**I declare," he said, "I was never so much sur- 
prised in my life ! I should as soon have expected 
that the dew would fall from heaven because Mrs. 
Thrale called for it, as that Miss What-d'ye-call-her 
would have cried just because she was asked. But 
the thing is — did she cry ? I declare I don't believe it. 
Yet I think, at this moment, I saw it, — only I know 
it could not be: something of a mist« I suppose, was 
before my eyes." 
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Sunday, June 20th. — Dr. Delap stayed here till yes- 
terday, when he returned to Lewea. He attacked me, 
before he went, about my comedy, and said he had 
some claim to eee it. However, I escaped showing it, 
though he vows he will come again, when he is able, 
on purpose ; but I hope we shall be set out for Spa. 

Mr. Thrale continues, I hope, to get better, though 
slowly. While I was sitting with bira in the library, 
Mr. Seward entered. What is become of his Cornwall 
scheme I know not. As soon as the first inquiries 
were over, he spoke about what he calls our comedy, 
and he pressed and teazed me to set about it. But he 
grew, in tbe evening, so queer, so ennuye, that, in a fit 
of absurdity, I called him Mr. Dry; and the name 
took so with Mrs. Thrale, that I know not when he 
will lose it. Indeed, there is something in this young 
man's alternate drollery and lassitude, entertaining 
qualities and wearying complaints, that provoke me to 
morepertness than I practise to almost anybody. 

The play, he said, should have the double title of 
"The Indifi'erent Man, or Everything a Bore;" and I 
protested Jl/r. Dri/ should be the hero. And then we 
ran on, jointly planning a succession of ridiculous 
scenes; — he lashing himself pretty freely, though not 
half so freely, or so much to the purpose, as I lashed 
him; for I attacked him, through the channel of 
Mr. Dry, upon his ennui, his causeless melancholy, his 
complaining languors, his yawning inattention, and his 
restless discontent. You may easily imagine I was in 
pretty high spirits to go so far : in truth, nothing else 
could either have prompted or excused my facetioua- 
ness : and his own manners are so cavalier, that they 
always, with me, stimulate a sympathising return. 

He repeatedly begged me to go to work, and commit 
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the projected scenes to paper: but I thought that 
might be carrying the jest too far ; for as I was in no 
humour to spare him, written raillery might, perhaps, 
have been less to his taste than verbal. 

He challenged me to meet him the next morning, 
before breakfast, in the library^ that we might work 
together at some scenes ; but I thought it as well to 
let the matter drop, and did not make my entry till they 
were all assembled* 

His mind^ however, raii upon nothing else ; and, as 
soon as we happened to be left together, he again 
attacked me. 

•* Come/' said he, "have you nothing ready yet? 
I dare say you have half an act in your pocket." 

*'No," quoth I, ''I have quite forgot the whole 
business ; I was only in a humour for it last night'' 

*' How shall it begin?" cried he; "with Mr. Dry in 
his study? — his slippers just on, his hair about his 
ears, — exclaiming, * What a bore is life ! — ^What is to 
be done next V " 

" Next ?" cried I ; "what, before he has done any- 
thing at all T 

" Oh, he has dressed himself, you know. — Well, then 
he takes up a book — " 

" For example, this," cried I, giving him Claren- 
don's History. 

He took it up in character, and flinging it away> 
cried, 

" No, — this will never do, — a history by a party 
writer is odious." 

I then gave him Robertson's America. 

" This," cried he, " is of all reading the most melan- 
choly ; — an account of possessions we have lost by our 
own folly." 
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I then gave him Barrettl's " Spanish Travels." 
" Who," cried he, flinging it aside, " caa read 
travels by a fellow who never speaks a word of truth," 
Then I gave hlin a volume of " Clarissa." 
" Pho !" cried he, " a novel writ by a bookseller ! — 
there is but one novel now one can bear to read, — and 
that's written by a young lady." 

I hasteued to stop him with Dalrymple's memoirs, 
and then proceeded to give him various others, upon 
all which he made severe, splenetic, yet comical com- 
ments ; — and we continued thus employed till he was 
summoned to accompany Mr, Thrale to town. 

The next morning, Wednesday, I had some very 
serious talk with Mr. Seward, — and such as gave 
me no inclination for raillery, though it was con- 
cerning his enuui ; on the contrary, 1 resolved, at the 
moment, never to rally him upon tliat subject again, 
for his account of himself filled me with compassion. 
He told me that he had never been well for three hours 
in a day in his life, and that when he was thought 
only tired, he was really so ill that he believed scarce 
another man would stay in company. I was quite 
shocked at this account, and told him, honestly, that 
I had done him so little justice as to attribute all his 
languors to aiTectation. 

Wiien Mrs. Thrale joined us, lie told us he had j ust 
seen Dr. Jebb, — Sir Richard, I mean, — and that he 
had advised him to marry. 

" No," cried Mrs. Thrale, " that will do nothing for 
you; bat if you should marry, I have a wife for 
you." 

" Who ?" cried he, " the S. S. ?" 
" The S. S. — no ? — she's the last person for you, — 
her extreme softness, and tenderness, and weeping. 
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would add languor to languor^ and irritate all your 
disorders ; 'twould be drink to a dropsical man." ' 

'* No, no, — it would soothe me." 

'^ Not a whit ! it would only fatigue you. The wife 
for you is Lady Anne Lindsay. * She lias birth, wit, and 
beauty, she has no fortune, and she'd readily accept 
you ; and she is such a spirit that she'd animate .'yon^ 
I warrant you ! O/ she. would trim you well ! Tou'd be 
all alive presently.- She'd take all the care of tiie 
money affairs, — and allow you out of them eighteea 
pence a week ! That's the wife for you !" 

Mr. Seward was by no means *' agreeable'* to the pro- 
posal ; he turned the conversation upon the S. S., and 
gave us an account of two visits he had made her, and 
spoke in favour of her manner of living, temper, and 
character. When he had run on in this strain for 
some time, Mrs. Thrale cried, 

*' Well, so you are grown very fond of her ?" 
Oh dear, no !" answered he, dVily, " not at all!" 
Why, I began to think," said Mrs. Thrale, " you 
intended to supplant the parson." 

" No, I don't: I don't know what sort of an old 
woman she'd make ; the tears won't do then. Besides, 
I don't think her so sensible as I used to do." 

" But she's very pleasing," cried I, " and very 
amiable." 

*' Yes, she's pleasing, — that's certain ; but I don't 
think she reads much ; the Greek has spoilt her." 

" Well, but you can read for yourself." 
, " That's true ; but does she work well ?'V 

^' I believe she does, and that's a better thing." • 

*' Ay, so it is," said he saucily, " for ladies ; ladies 
should rather write than read." 
. " But authors," cried I, " before they write should 
read.'' 
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^^^';}lelurning again to the S. S., and being agiiin rallied 
H- about her by Mrs. Thrale, who said she believed at 
last he would end there,— he said, 

" Why, if I must marry — if I was bid to choose 
iietween that and racking on the wheel, I believe [ 
tould go to her," 
k-We all- laughed at thia exquisite compliment; but, 
B lie said, it was a compliment, for though it proved 
D passion for her, it proved a preference. 

' However," he continued, " it won't do." 
r-*'Upon my word," exclaimed I, "you settle it all 
jour own way ! — the lady would be ready at any rate I" 
■>" Oh yes ! any man might marry Sophy Streatfield." 
' I quite stopt to exclaim against him. 
" I mean," said he, " if he'd pay his court to her." 
And now I cannot resist telling you of a dispute 
which Dr. Johnson had with Mrs, Thrale, the next 
morning, concerning me, which that aweet woman had 
the honesty and good sense to tell nie. Dr. Johnson 
was talking to her and Sir Philip Jennings of the 
amazing progress made of late years in literature by 
the women. He said he was himself astonished at it, 
and told them he well remembered when a woman who 
could spell a common letter was regarded as all accom- 
plished; but now they vied with the men in every- 
thing, 

" I think, sir," said my friend Sir Philip, " the 
young lady we have here is a very extraordinary proof 
of what you say." 

" So extraordinary, sir," answered he, " that I know 
none like her, — nor do I believe there is, or there evtir 
was, a man who could write such a book so young." 

They both stared — no wonder, I am sure ! — and 
Sir Philip said, , jr , 

Q 2 
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•• What do you think of Pope, sir ? could not Pope ' 
have written such a one V 

" Nay, nay," cried Mrs. Thrale, " there is no neejV 
to talk of Pope; a book may be a clever book, and xaM 
extraordinary book, and yet not want a Pope for iti 
aatbor. I suppose he was no older than Mise Bum^ 
when he nrote 'Windsor Forest;' and I sapposftS 
' Windsor Forest' is equal to ' Evelina !' " 

'"Windsor Forest,' "repeated Dr. Johnson, "thou^l 
so delightful a poem, by uo means required the know-^^ 
ledge of life and manners, nor the accuracy of obser- ' 
vatioo, nor the skill of penetration, necessary for 
composing such a work as ' Evelina :' he who could 
ever write ' Windsor Forest,' might as well write it 
young as old. Poetical abilities require not age to 
mature them ; but ' Evelina' seems a work that should 
result from long experience, and deep and intimate 
knowledge of the world ; yet it has been written without 
either. Miss Burney'is a^ real wonder. What she is, 
she is intuitively. Dr. Burney told me she had had 
the_ fewest advantages of any of his daughters, from 
some peculiar circumstances. And such has been hei 
timidity, that he himself had not any suspicion of hel 
powers.'' 

" Her modesty," said Mrs. Thrale (as she told m^ 
"is really beyond bounds, ft quite provokes me. An< 
in fact, 1 can never make out how the mind that coul 
write that book could be ignorant of its value." 

" That, madam, is another wonder," answered my 
dear, dear Dr. Johnson, " for modesty with her is 
neither pretence nor decorum; 'tis an ingredient of 
her nature ; for she who could part with such a work 
for twenty pounds, could know so liitle of its worth, 
or of her own, as to leave no possible doubt of her 
' humility." ^H 
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My kind Mrs. Thrale told me this with a pleasure 
that made me embrace her with gratitude ; but the 
astonishment of Sir Philip Gierke at such an eloge 
from Dr. Johnson was quite^ she says^ comical. 
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Strbatham, JuLi" 6. — I have hardly had any power 
to write, my dear Susy, since I left you, for my cold 
has increased so much that I have hardly been able 
to do anything. 

Mr. Thrale, I think, is better, and he was cheerful 
all the ride. Mrs. Thrale made as much of me as if 
the two days had been two months. 

I was heartily glad to see Dr. Johnson, and I believe 
he was not sorry to see me: he had inquired very 
much after me, and very particularly of Mrs. Thrale 
whether she loved me as well as she used to do. 

He is better in health thai^ I have ever seen him, 
before; his journey has been very serviceable to him, 
and he has taken very good resolutions to reform his 
diet ; — so has my daddy Crisp. I wish I could pit 
them one against the other, and see the effect of their 
emulation. 

I wished twenty times to have transmitted 4o paper 
the conversation of the evening, for Dr. Johnson was as 
brilliant as I have ever known him, — and that's saying 
something ; — but I was not very well, and could only 
attend to him for present entertainment. 

July 10. — Since I wrote last, I have been far from 
well, — but I am now my own man again — a peu-pres. 



' Very concise, indeed, must my journal grow, for I 
have now hardly a moment in my power to give it; 
however, I will keep up its chain, and mark, from time 
to time, the general course of things. 

Sir Philip Jennings has spent three days here, at 
the close of which he took leave of us for the summer, 
and set out for his seat in Hampshire. We were all 
sorry to lose him ; he is a most comfortable man in so- 
ciety, for he is always the same — easy, good-humoured, 
agreeable, and well-bred. He has made himself a 
favourite to the whole house, Dr, Johnson included, 
who almost always prefers the company of an intelli- 
gent man of the world to that of a scholar. 

Lady Latid spent the day here last Sunday. Did 
I ever do her the justice to give you a sketch of her 
since I have been more acquainted with her than when 
I first did her that favour? I think not. 

She is gay, even to levity, wholly uncultivated as to 
letters, but possesses a very good natural capacity, and 
a fund of humour and sport that makes her company 
far more entertaining than that of half the best- 
educated women in the kingdom. The pride I have 
mentioned never shews itself without some provocation, 
and wherever she meets with respect, she returns it 
with interest. 

In the course of the day she said to me in a whisper, 
" I bad a gentleman with me yesterday who is crazy to 
see you, — and he teazed me to bring him here with me, 
but I told him I could not till I had paved the way." 

I found, afterwards, that this gentleman is Mr, Ed- 
mund Phipps, a younger brother of Lord Mulgrave, 
and of the Harry Phipps Hetty danced with at Mr. 
Laluze's masquerade. Lady Ladd appointed the next 
--Tuesday to bring him to dinner. As he is a particular 
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favourite with Mrs. Thrale, her ladyship had no difi 
culty in gaining him admittance. 

I think times have come to a fine pass, if" people ai 
to come to Streatham with no better views. 

Well, — on Tuesday I was quite ill, — and obliged tc 
be blooded, — so I could not go down to dinner. 

Mr. Seward accompanied Lady Ladd and Mr. 
Phipps, and added to the provocation of my cotifiM 
nient. 

Lady Ladd and Mrs. Thrale both persuaded mel 
make my appearance, and as my head grew mui 
easier, I thought it better so to do, than to increase 
curiosity I was sure of disappointing, by any delay 
had power to prevent. 

" You will like him, I dare say," said Mrs. ThraJi 
" for be is very like you." 

I heard afterwards that, when they returned to tt 
parlour, Mr. Phipps, among other questions, askc 
" Is she veiy pretty?" 

N, B. — I wish there was no such question in tl 
language. > 

" Very pretty 7 — no," said Mrs. Thrale ; " but shet 
very like you. Do you think yourself very handBoni 
Mr. Phipps 7" - ■' 

" Pho !" — cried he, — " I was in hopes she was HI 
her own ' Evelina.' " 

"No, no such thing," said Mrs. Thrale,"unlessitis- 
timidity, but neither in beauty nor in ignoranceof life 

I am very glad this passed before I came down^ 
for else I ihii^k I should have struck him all of a hea 

Now it's my turn to speak of him. 

He is very tall — not very like me in that, you'll say 

very brown — not veiy unlike me in that, you'll sa] 

Jie rest, however, the compliment is all to me. 
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I saw but little of him, as they all went about an 

hour after I came down ; but I had lime to see that he 

is very sensible, very elegant in his manners, and very 

unaffected and easy, i 

* * * # 

A propos to books, I have not been able to read 
WraxalTs Memoirs yet, — I wish Mrs. Ord had not lent 
them me; and now Lady Ladd, too, has brought me 
two volumes, called Sketches from Nature, written by 
Mr. Xeate. What I have read of them repaid me nothing 
for the time they took up, — a mere and paltry imita- 
tion of Sterne's Sentimental Journey. 

JuLy 20. — What a vile journalist do I grow ! — it is, 
however, ail I. can do to keep it at all going; for, to 
let you a little into the nature of things, you must 
know my studies occupy almost every moment that 
I spend by myself. Dr. Johnson gives us a Latin 
lesson every morning. I pique myself somewhat upon 
being ready for him ; so that really, when the copying 
my play, and the continual returning occurrences of 
every fresh day are considered, you will not wonder 
that I should find so little opportunity for scrawling 
letters. 

What progress we may make in this moat learned 
scheme 1 know not ; but, as T have always told you, I 
am sure I fag more for fear of disgrace than for hope 
of profit. To devote so much time to acquire some- 
thing 1 shall always dread to have known, is really 
unpleasant enough, considering how many things there 
are I might employ myself in that would have no such. 
drawback. However, on the other side, I am both 
pleased and flattered that Dr. Johnson should think 
me worth inviting to be his pupil, and I shall always 
»:olIect with pride and with pleasure the instructions 
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he has the goodness to give me : so, since I < 
without dishonour alter matters, 'tis as well to tun 
Frenchwoman, and take them in the tant 
fashion. 

Anew light is of late thrown upon the death of poi 

Sophy P . Dr. Hervey, of Tooting, who attendi 

her the day before she expired, is of opinion that si 
killedherselfby quackery, that is, by cosmetics and pi 
parationa of lead or mercury, taken for her compleitioiv 
which, indeed, was almost unnaturally white. 
thinks, therefore, that this pernicious stuff got into bi 

veins and poisoned her. Peggy P , nearly as whi( 

as her sister, is suspected strongly of using the sama 
beautifying methods of destroying herself; but as 
Mrs. Thrale has hinted this suspicion to her, and 
charged her to take care of herself, we hope she will be 
frightened, and warned to her safety. Poor foolish 
girls! how dearly do they pay for the ambition of being 
fairer than their neighbours! 1 say they, for pooij 
Peggy looks upon the point of death already, 

Yesterday Mrs. Vesey came hither to tea. 
if Anstey saw her be would make an exception to hii 
assertion, that " he never should see an old woman 
again!" for she has the most wrinkled, sallow, time- 
beaten face I ever saw. She is an exceeding well-bred 
woman, and of agreeable manners ; but all her name ia 
the world must, I think, have been acquired by her 
dexterity and skill in selecting parties, and by her 
address in rendering them easy with one another — an 
art, however, that seems to imply no mean und^ 

The breaking-Tip of our Spa journey my father 
doubtless told you. The fears and dangers of bei 
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taken by the enemy, which prevented that journey, 
have proved to be but too well grounded, for Mrs. Ve- 
sey informed us that the Duchess of Leinster, Lady 
F. Campbell, and several others, were all actually taken 
by a French privateer, in crossing the sea in order to 
proceed to Spa. We have, however, heard that they 
are all safe and at liberty. 



Miss F. Barney to Mr. Crisp. 

Friday, July 30, 1779. 

Now, my dear daddy, let me attempt something like 
an answer to your two last most kind letters. 

In the first place I have the pleasure to tell you that 
Mr. Thrale is as well as ever he was in health, though 
the alarming and terrible blow he so lately received, 
has, I fear, given a damp to his spirits that will scarce 
ever be wholly conquered. Yet he grows daily rather 
more cheerful ; but the shock was too rude and too 
cruel to be ever forgotten. 

I am not half so well satisfied with your account of 
yourself as I hoped to have been ; I fear you are not 
BO steady in your intended reformation as to diet and 
exercise as you proposed being? Dr. Johnson has 
made resolutions exactly similar to yours, and in 
general adheres to them with strictness, but the old 
Adam, as you say, stands in his way, as well as in his 
neighbours'. I wish I could pit you against each other, 
for the sake of both. Yet he professes an aversion to 
you, because he says he is sure you are very much in 
his way with me ! however, I believe you would 
neither of you retain much aversion if you had a fair 
meeting. 

I cannot tell you how kind I take your invitations to 
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nie. I had half feared I was to be left out of 
scrape now ; and I am sure I should wish all my ni 
friends at Jericho if their goodness to me procured 
coldness, neglect, or suspicion from my old and deep- 
rooted ones. I will most certainly and thankfully 
contrive to accept your kind offer, and, if possible, 
when Mrs. Gast is with you, as that would be doubling 
my pleasure; but you, my dear daddy, must let me 
know what time will be most convenient and com- 
fortable to yourself for seeing me, and then I will 
manage matters as well as I can, to conform to it. 

All you say of the times made me shudder ; yet I vrdl 
sure such would be your sentiments, for all that hlM 
happened you actually foresaw and represented to me 
in strong colours last spring — I mean in relation to the 
general decline of all trade, opulence, and prosperity. 

This seems a strange, unseasonable period for my 
undertaking, among the rest ; but yet, my dear daddy, 
wheu you have read my conversation with Mr. She- 
ridan, I believe you will agree that I must have been 
wholly insensible, nay, almost ungrateful, to resist 
encouragement such as he gave me — nay, more than 
encouragement, entreaties, all of which he warm!; 
repeated to my father. 

Now, as to the play itself, I own I had wished 
have been the bearer of it when I visit Cheaington 
but you seem so urgent, and my father himself is so 
desirous to carry it you, that I have given that plan up. 
O my dear daddy, if your next letter were to con- 
tain your real opinion of it, how should I dread to 
open it ! Be, however, as honest as your goodnature 
and delicacy will allow you to be, and assure, yourself 
I shall be very certain that all your criticisms, will pro- 
ceed from your earnest wishes to obviate those of 
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Others^ and that y^u would have much more pleasure 
in being my panegyrist. 

. As to Mrs. Grasty I should be glad to know what I 
•would refuse to a sister of yours. Make her, therefore, 
of your coterie, if she is with you while the piece is in 
.your possession. 

i And now let me tell you what I wish in regard to 
.this affair.. I should like that your first reading should 
bave nothing to do with me*-*that you should go 
quick through it^ or let my father read it to you — 
forgetting all the • time, as much as you can, that 
.Fannikin is. the writer^^or even :that it is a play in 
manuscript, and capable of alterations; — and then^ 
when you have done/I should' like to have three lines, 
telling me, as nearly as you can trust my candour, its 
general effect. . After that take it to your own desk, 
and lash it at your leisure. 

Adieu, my dear daddy ! I shall hope to hear from 
you very soon, and pray believe me. 

Yours ever and ever, 

Frances Bueney. 

P. S. — Let it fail never so much, the manager will have 
nothing to reproach me with : is not that a comfort ? 
He would really listen to no denial. 

\ Miss F. Burney to Dr. Barney, 

The fatal knell, then, is knoUed, and down among the 
dead men sink the poor " Witlings'^ — for ever, and for 
ever, and for ever ! 

' I give a sigh, whether I will or not, to their memory ! 
for, however worthless, they were mes enfansy and one 
must do one's nature, as Mr. Crisp will tellyou of the 
•dog. 

• r You, my dearest sir, who enjoyed, I really think, even 
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more than myself, the astonishing success of my £ 
attempt, would, I believe, even more than myself, ] 
hurt at the failure of my second; and lam sure I 
from the bottom of a very honest heart, when I 
solemnly declare, that upon your account any disgi 
would mortify and afflict me more than upon my own 
for whatever appears with your knowledge, will 
naturally supposed to have met with your approbatiot^ 
and, perhaps, your assistance; therefore, though all 
particular censure would fall where it ought — upon me 
— yet any general censure of the whole, and the plau, 
would cruelly, but certainly involve you in its severity. 

Of this I have been sensible from the moment my 
"authorshipness" was discovered, and, therefore, from 
that moment I determined to have no opinion of my own 
in regard to what I should thenctforlh part with out of 
my own hands. I would long since have burnt the 
fourth act, upon your disapprobation of it, but that I 
waited, and was by Mrs. Thrale so much encouraged to 
wait, for your finishing the piece. 

You have finished it now in every sense of the wo« 
Partial faults may be corrected; but what 
wished was, to know the general effect of the whole; 
and as that has so terribly failed, all petty criticisme 
would be needless. I shall wipe it all from my i 
niory, and endeavour never to recollect that I eifl 
wrote it. 

You bid me open my heart to you, — and e 
dearest sir, I will, for it is the greatest happiness of n 
life that I dare be sincere to you. I expected mai 
objections to be raised — a thousand errors to be points 
out — and a million of alterations to be proposed; bat 
the suppression of the piece were words I did not 
expect ; indeed, after the warm approbation of Mw^ 
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Thrale, and the repeated commendations and flattery of 
Mr. Murphy, how could I ? 

I do not, therefore, pretend to wish you should 
think a decision, for which I was so little prepared^ has 
given me no disturbance ; for 1 must be a far more 
egregious witling than any of those I tried to draw, to 
imagine you could ever credit that I wrote without 
some remote hope of success now — though I literally 
did when I composed '^ Evelina !" 

But my mortification is not at throwing away the 
characters, or the contrivance ; — it is all at throwing 
away the time, — which I with difficulty stole, and 
which I have buried in the mere trouble of writing. 

What my daddy Crisp says, " that it would be the 
best policy, but for pecuniary advantages, for me to 
write no more," is exactly what I have always thought 
since " Evelina'^ was published. But I will not now 
talk of putting it in practice, — for the best way I can 
take of shewing that I have a true and just sense of 
the spirit of your condemnation, is not to sink sulky 
and dejected under it, but to exert myself to the 
utmost of my power in endeavours to produce some- 
thing less reprehensible. And this shall be the way 
I will pursue as soon as my mind is more at ease about 
Hetty and Mrs. Thrale, and as soon as I have read 
myself into a forgetfulness of my old dramatis per sotiCBy 
— lest I should produce something else as witless as 
the last. 

Adieu, my dearest, kindest, truest, best friend, I 
will never proceed so far again without your counsel, 
and then 1 shall not only save myself so much useless 
trouble, but you, who so reluctantly blame, the kind 
pain which I am sure must attend your disapprobation. 
The world will not always go well, as Mrs. Sapient 

VOL.1. R 
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might say, and I am sure I have long thought I have 
had more than my share of success already. 

I expect another disappointment to follow ; t. e. — 
that of the Spa journey ; for I believe poor Mrs. Thrale 
will not be able to go anywhere ; but I must get in 
practice with a little philosophy, and then make my- 
self amends for all evils by a conceited notion of 
bearing them well. 

Once more, adieu, dearest sir ! and never may my 

philosophy be put to the test of seeing any abatement 

of true kindness from you, — for that would never be 

decently endured by 

Your own, 

Frances Burnky.* 



Miss F. Burney to Mr. Crisp. 

Well ! " there are plays that are to be saved, and 
plays that are not to be saved !" so good night, Mr. 
Dabbler ! — good night. Lady Smatter, — Mrs. Sapient, — 
Mrs. Voluble, — Mrs. Wheedle, — Censor, — Cecilia, — 
Beaufort, — and you, you great oaf, Bobby ! — good 
night ! good night ! 

And good morning. Miss Fanny Burney ! — I hope 
now you have opened your eyes for some time, and 
will not close them in so drowsy a fit again — at least 
till the full of the moon. 

I won't tell you I have been absolutely ravie with 

* The following note is appended to this letter, in the hand- 
writing of Miss Burney, at a subsequent period. ** The objection 
of Mr. Crisp to the MS. play of *The Witlings,' was its resem- 
blance to Molifere's FemmesSpavantes, and consequent immense infe- 
riority. It is, however, a curious fact, and to the author a conso- 
latory one, that she had literally never read the Femmes Sgamnlet 
when she composed * The Witlipgs.' ^ 
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delight at the fall of the curtain ; but I intend to take 
the affair in the tant mieux manner, and to console 
inyBclf for your censure by this greatest proof I have 
ever received of the sincerity, candour, and, let me 
add, esteem, of my dear daddy. And as I happen to 
love myself rather more than my play, this consolation 
is not a very trifling one. 

As to all you say of my reputation and so forth, I per- 
ceive the kindness of your endeavours to put me in hu- 
mour with myself, and prevent my taking huff, which, if 
I did, I should deserve to receive, upon any future trial, 
hollow praise from you, — and the rest from the public. 

As to the MS., I am in no hurry for it Besides, it 
ought not to come till I have prepared an ovation, and 
the honours of conquest for it. 

The only bad thing in this affair, is, that I cannot 
take the comfort of my poor friend Dabbler, by calling 
you a crabbed fellow, because you write with almost 
more ^kindness than ever ; neither can I (though I try 
hard) persuade myself that you have not a grain of 
taste in your whole composition. 

This, however, seriously I do believe, that when my 
two daddies put their heads together to concert for me 
that hissing, groaning, catcalling epistle they sent me, 
they felt as sorry for poor little Miss Bayes as she could 
possibly do for herself. 

You see I do not attempt to repay your frankness 
with the art of pretended carelessness. But though 
somewhat disconcerted just now, I will promise not to 
let my vexation live out another day. I shall not 
browse upon it, — but, on the contrary, drive it out of 
my thoughts, by filling them up with things almost as 
good of other people's. 

Our Hettina is much better ; but pray don't keep 

R 2 
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Mr, B. beyond Wednefiday, for Mrs. Thrale makes'^ 
point of my returning to Streatham on Tuesday, unlet 
which God forbid, poor Hetty should be worse again. 
Adieu, ray dear daddy, I won't be mortified, and I 
won't be downed, — but I will be proud to find I havsf 
out of my own family, as well as in it, a friend v 
loves me well enough to speak plain truth to me. 
Always do thus, and always you shall be tried by. 
Your much obliged 

And most affectionate, 

Frances Bdbnet. ' 



Mr. Crisp to Miss F, Buriiey. 
My dear Fannikin, 

I have known half a letter fdled up with recapiti 
ing the tedious and very particular I'easons why ai 
wherefore, &c., &.C., Sic, it was not sent before. — I 
don't like the example, and shall not follow it. — I will 
only tell you that Ihave been far from weli. I should 
not say thus much, but from an anxious care lest a 
Fannikin should think I am supine in anything that 
relates either to her interest or fame. Thus 
for preface. 

Your other daddy (who hardly loves you bett( 
I do) I understand has written you his sentiments 
the subject of your last letter. I cannot but be of the 
same opinion ; and have too sincere a regard for you 
not to declare it. This sincerity 1 have smarted for, and 
severely too, ere now ; and yet, happen what will, 
(where those I love are concerned) I am determined 
never to part with it. All the world (if you will belieye 
them) profess to expect it, to demand it, to take it 
kindly, thankfully, &c.,&.c.; and yethowfeware generous 
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ill-willy a desire of lowering, and certainly to a total 
want of taste. Is not this, by vehement importunity, 
to draw your very entrails from you, and then to give 
them a stab ? — On this topic I find I have, ere I was 
aware, grown warm ; but I have been a sufferer. My 
plain-dealing (after the most earnest solicitations, pro- 
fessions, and protestations) irrecoverably lost me Gar- 
rick. But his soul was little ! — Greville, for a while, 
became my enemy, though afterwards, through his 
constitutional inconstancy, he became more attached 
than before ; and since that time, through absence, 
whim, and various accidents, all is (I thank Fortune) 
dwindled to nothing. 

How have I wandered ! I should never have thought 
aloud in this manner, if I had not perfectly known the 
make and frame of a Pannikin's inmost soul ; and by 
this declaration 1 give her the most powerful proof I 
am capable of;, how highly I think of her generosity 
and understanding. 

Now then, to the point — I have considered as well 
as I am able, what you state as Mrs. Thrale's idea — of 
new modelling the play ; and I observe what you say, 
that the pursuing this project is the only chance you 
have of bringing out anything this year, and that with 
hard fagging perhaps you might do that. I agree with 
you, that for this year you say true ; but, my dear 
Fanny, don't talk of hard fagging. It was not hard 
fagging that produced such a work as *' Evelina !" — 
it was tTie ebullition of true sterling genius — ^you wrote 
it because you could not help it — it came, and so you 
put it down on paper. Leave fagging and labour to 
him 
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Rlif mps ere lie wn.ke9, aod prints before 
Compell'd by hunger and request of friends. 

'Tis not Bitting down to a desk with pen, ink, i 
paper, that will command inspiration. 

Having now so frankly spoke my mind on the presei 
production, concerning which I am sorry and ashamed 
to differ from much wiser heads than my own, I shall 
acquaint you with a fancy of mine. Your daddy 
doctor related to me something of an account yon had 
given him of a most ridiculous family in your present 
neighbourhood, which, even in the imperfect manner 
he described it, struck me most forcibly — the * * *. 
He says you gave it him with so much humour, such 
painting, such description, such fun, that in your 
mouth it was a perfect comedy. He described (from 
you) some of the characters, and a general idea of the 
act. 1 was quite animated — there seemed to me an 
inexhaustible fand of matter for you to work on, and 
the follies of the folks of so general a nature as to 
furnish you with a profusion of what you want, to make 
out a moat spirited, witty, moral, useful comedy, with- 
out descending to the mvidious and cruel practice of 
pointing out individual characters, and holding them 
up to public ridicule. Nothing can be more general 
than the reciprocal follies of parents and children — few 
subjects more striking — they, if well drawn, will seiie 
the attention, and interest tlie feelings of all sorts, 
high and low. In short, I was delighted with the idea. 
The proceedings of this family, as he gave them, 
seemed so preposterous, so productive of bad conse' 
quencea, so ludicrous besides, that their whole conduct 
might be termed the right road to go wrong, 

Your daddy doctor talks ofMrs.Thrale's coming ovet 
to this place, to fetch back him and madam. Cannofl 
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you prevail on her to drop you here for a little while ? 

I long to have a good talk with you^ as the Cherokees 

call it — I cannot by letter say my say — my say, look 

ye, Fanny^ is honest — and that is something; and I 

think is merit enough in these evil days to incline you 

now and then to turn your ear my way. 

I am your loving daddy, 

S. C. 



Brighthelmstonb, Oct. 12. — As you say you will 
accept memorandums in default of journals, my dear 
Susy, I will scrawl down such things as most readily 
recur to my remembrance, and, when I get to the pre- 
sent time, I will endeavour to be less remiss in my 
accounts. 

Sunday. — ^We had Lady Ladd at Streatham; she 
did not leave us till the next day. She and I are 
grown mosjb prodigious friends. She is really so enter- 
taining and lively, that it is not often possible to pass 
time more gaily than in her company. 

Mr. Stephen Fuller, the sensible, but deaf old gen- 
tleman I have formerly mentioned, dined here also ; 
as did Mr. R , whose trite, settled^ tonish empti- 
ness of discourse is a never-failing source of laughter 
and diversion. 

'^ Well, I say, what. Miss Burney, so you had a very 
good party last Tuesday? — what we call the family 
party — ^in that sort of way ? Pray who had you V* 

'' Mr. Chamier." 

^* Mr. Chamier, ay ? Give me leave to tell you. Miss 
Burney, that Mr. Chamier is what we call a very sen- 
sible man !'^ 

" Certainly. And Mr. Pepys.'' 

*' Mr. Pepys ? Ay, very good — very good in that 
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sort of way. Pm quite sorry I could not be here ; but 
I was so much indisposed — quite what we call the 
nursing party/' 

'* I'm very sorry ; but I hope little Sharp is well?" 

"Ma'am, your most humble! you're a very good 
lady, indeed ! — quite what we call a good lady ! Little 
Sharp is perfectly well : that sort of attention^ and things 
of that sort, — the bow-wow system is very well. But 
pray. Miss Burney, give me leave to ask, in that sort 
of way, had you anybody else V 

" Yes, Lady Ladd and Mr. Seward.'' 

"So, so! — quite the family system! Give me leave 
to tell you. Miss Burney, this commands attention! 
— what we call a respectable invitation ! I am sorry 
I could not come, indeed ; for we young men. Miss 
Burney, we make it what we call a sort of a rule to 
take notice of this sort of attention. But I was ex- 
tremely indisposed, indeed — what we call the walnut 

system had quite Pray what's the news. Miss 

Burney ? — in that sort of way — is there any news ?" 

" None, that I have heard. Have you heard any ?" 

*' Why, very bad ! — very bad, indeed I — quite what 
we call poor old England ! I was told, in town, — fact 
— fact, I assure you — that these Dons intend us an inva- 
sion this very month ! — they and the Monsieurs intend 
us the respectable salute this very month ; — the powder 
system, in that sort of way ! Give me leave to tell you, 
Miss Burney, this is what we call a disagreeable Visit, 
in that sort of way." ^ 

I think, if possible, his language looks more absurd 
upon paper even than it sounds in conversation, from 
the perpetual recurrence of the same words and ex- 
pressions. 

On Tuesday Mr., Mrs., Miss Thrale, and " yours. 
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ma^am, yours/' set out on their expedition. The 
day was very pleasant, and the journey delightful; 
but that which chiefly rendered it so was Mr. Thrale's 
being apparently the better for it. 

I need not tell you how sweet a county for travel- 
ling is Kent, as you know it so well. W^ stopped at 
Sevenoaks, which is a remarkably well-situated town ; 
and here, while dinner was preparing, my kind and 
sweet friends took me to Knowle, though they had 
seen it repeatedly themselves. 

The park, which, it seems, is seven miles in circum- 
ference^ and has, as the gamekeeper told us, 700 head 
of deer in it, is laid out in a most beautiful manner,-*- 
nearly, I thiuk, equal to Hagley, as far as belongs to 
the disposition of the trees, hills, dales, &c., though, in 
regard to temples, obelisks, or any sort of buildings, it 
will bear no comparison to that sweet place, since 
nothing is there of that sort. 

The house, which is very old, has the appearance of 
an antique chapel, or rather cathedral. Two immense 
gates and two court-yards precede the entrance into the 
dwelling part of the house ; the windows are all of the 
small old casements; and the general air of the place 
is monastic and gloomy. It was begun to be built, as 
the housekeeper told us, in the reign of Henry II., by 
Thomas h Becket, but the modern part was finished in 
the time of Elizabeth. 

The Duke of Dorset was not there himself; but we 
were prevented seeing the library, and two or three 
other modernized rooms, because Madlje. Bacelli was 
not to be disturbed. The house, however, is so mag- 
nificently large, that we only coveted to see that part 
of it which was hung with pictures. Three state-rooms, 
however, were curious enough. One of them had been 
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fitted up by an "Earle of Dorsete," for the bed-chambetf 
of king James I. when upon a visit alKuowIe: 
had all the gloomy grandeur and solemn finerj 
time. The second state-rnom a later earl had fitte4| 
up for James II. The two Charles's either nevef 
honoured Knowle with their presence, or else < 
descended to sleep in their father and grand fathei^lll 
bed. Well, this James II. 's room was more superb''* 
than his predecessors', — flaming with velvet, tissue, 
tapestry, and what not. But the third state-room was 
magnificence itself: it was fiited up for King Williain.-| 
The bed-curtaius, tester, quilt, and valence were all a 
gold flowers, worked upon a silver ground: its valu(| 
even in those days, was 70U0/. The (able, a supei 
cabinet, frame of the looking-glass, and all the ornSii 
ments, and, I believe, all the furniture in the rooiQ 
were of solid massive silver, curiously embossei 
Nothing could be more splendid. 

But to leave all this show, and come to what is i 
thousand times more interesting — the pictures, 
which there is, indeed, a delicious collection, I couM 
have spent a day in looking at every room, and ; 
have longed to see them again. I can, however, giti 
a very imperfect and lame account of them, as we yiet 
60 hurried by the housekeeper from room to room, and 
I was so anxious to miss nothing, that the merely 
glancing over so many beautiful paintings has only 
left a faint remembrance in my head of each particular 
picture, though a very strong and deep impression ( 
the pleasure they at the time afforded me. 

Among such as just now occur to me were a Lucrd 
tia with a dagger, a large whole-length, by I 
extremely beautiful, purchased by the present di 
Italy ; a Madonna and Child, small size, by Rapht 



1779] OF THE AUTHOR OF EA^ELINA. 251 

80 lovely I could not turn from it till called repeatedly; 
a' Virgin, by Carlo Dolci» that was irresistibly attrac* 
tive ; a Raphael, by himself, that was noble ; land- 
scapes, by Poussin, and one or two by Claude Lorraine, 
that were enchanting. 

There are several pictures by Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
and though mixed with those of the best old painters, 
they are so bewitching, and finished in a style of taste, 
colouring, and expression, so like their companions, 
that it is not, at first view, easy to distinguish the new 
from the old. The celebrated Ugolino family is almost 
too horrible to be looked at, yet I was glad to see it 
again; Two Beggar-boys make an exceedingly pleas- 
ing jpicture ; the Duke himself, by Sir Joshua, among 
the portraits of his own family, in a state-room, is, I 
think, by no means a likeness to flatter his Grace's 
vanity. One room is appropriated to artists, and 
among them three are by Sir Joshua : — Dr. Johnson, 
Dr. Goldsmith, and Sacchini, — ^all charmingly done, 
and the two I know extremely like. 

We dined very comfortably at Sevenoaks, and thence 
made but one stage to Tunbridge. It was so dark when 
we went through the town that I could see it very indis- 
tinctly. The Wells, however, are about seven miles yet 
further, — so that we saw that night nothing ; but I 
assure you, I felt that I was entering into a new 
country pretty roughly, for the roads were so sidelum 

and jumblum, as Miss L called those of Teign- 

mouth, that I expected an overturn every minute. 
Safely, however, we reached the Sussex Hotel, at Tun- 
bridge Wells. 

Having looked at our rooms, and arranged our 
affairs, we proceeded to Mount Ephraim, where Miss 
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Streatfield resides. We found her with 
mother, and spent the evening 

Mrs. Strealfield is very — very little, but perfectly 
well made, thin, genteel, and delicate. She has been 
quite beautiful, and has still so much of beauty left, 
that to call it only the remains of a fine face seem 
hardly doing her justice. She is very lively, and i 
excellent mimic, and is, I think, as much superior t 
her daughter in natural gifts as her dangliter is to hta 
in acquired ones : and how infinitely preferable an 
parts without education to education without parts 1 

The fair S. S. is really in higher beauty than I ha4 
ever yet seen her ; and she was so caressing, so boRs 
so amiable, that 1 felt myself insensibly inclining I 
her with an atiectionate regard. " If it was not faj| 
that little gush," as Dr. Delap said, I should certa 
have taken a very great fancy to her: but tears i 
ready — oh, they blot out my fair opinion of her ! 
whenever I am with her, I like, nay, almost love he( 
for her manners are exceedingly captivating ; but w 
I quit her, I do not find that she improves by t 
thought over — no, nor talked over; for Mrs. Thra 
who is always disposed to half adore her 
presence, can never converse about her without escid 
ing her own contempt by recapitulating what bq 
passed. This, however, must always be certain, whri 
ever may be doubtful, that she is a girl in no resp^ 
like any other. 

But I have not yet done with the mother: 
told you of her vivacity and her mimicry, but fi 
character is yet not half told. She has a kind of whia 
sical conceit, and odd affectation, that. Joined 1 
very singular sort of humour, makes her always s 
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to be rehearsing some scene in a comedy. She takes 
off, if she mentions them^ all her own children, and, 
though she quite adores them, renders them ridiculous 
with all her power. She laughs at herself for her small- 
ness and for her vagaries^ just with the same ease and 
ridicule as if she were speaking of some other person; 
and, while perpetually hinting at being old and broken, 
she is continually frisking, flaunting, and playing tricks, 
like a young coquet. 

When I was introduced to her by Mrs. Thrale, who 
said, " Give me leave, ma'am, to present to you a friend 
of your daughter's — Miss Burney,^' she advanced to me 
with a tripping pace, and, taking one of my fingers, 
said, "Allow me, ma'am, will you, to create a little 
acquaintance with you." 

And, indeed, I readily entered into an alliance with 
her, for I found nothing at Tunbridge half so en- 
tertaining, except, indeed. Miss Birch, of whom 
hereafter. 

The next morning the S. S. breakfasted with us ; 
and then they walked about to shew me the place. 

The Sussex Hotel, where we lived, is situated at the 
side of the Pantiles, or public walk, so called because 
paved with pantiles ; it is called so also, like the long 
room at Hampstead, because it would be difficult to 
distinguish it by any other name ; for it has no beauty 
in itself, and borrows none from foreign aid, as it has 
only common houses at one side, and little millinery 
and Tunbridge-ware shops at the other, and at each 
end is choaked up by buildings that intercept all pros- 
pect. How such a place could first be made a fashion- 
able pleasure-walk, everybody must wonder. 
# # # He 4c 

Tunbridge Wells is a place that to me appeared 
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▼ery singular: the country is all rock, and every ] 
of it is either up or down hill, scarce ten yards sqi 
being level ground in the whole place: ^the bout 
too, are scattered about in a strange wild manner, 
look as if they had been dropt where they stand 
accident, for they form neither streets nor squares, 
seem strewed promiscuoasly, except, indeed, whi 
the shopkeepers live, who have got two or three dirty 
little lanes, much like dirty little lanes in other places. 

Mrs. Streatfleld and E increased our intimacy 
vellously. She gave me the name of'Medoue/'forwbal' 
reason 1 cannot guess, except it be that the dove has 
sort of greenish grey eye, something like mine ; be thf 
as it may, she called me nothing else while I stayed 
Tunbridge. 

In the evening we all went to the rooms. Tl 
rooms, as they are called, consisted, for this evening 
of only one apartment, as there was not company 
enough to make more necessary, and a very plain 
adorned and ordinary apartment that was. 

There were very few people, but among them 
Wedderburne, the attorney-general. You maybeli 
I rather wished to shrink from him, if you recollect 
what Mrs. Thrale said of him, among the rest of the 
Tunbridge coterie last season, who discussed "Evelina" 
regularly every evening, and that he, siding with Mrs. 
Montagu, cut up the Branghtons, and had, as well 
as Mrs. Montagu, almost a quarrel with Mrs, Greville 
upon the subject, because she so warmly vindicate 
or rather applauded them. Lady Louisa, however, 
remember he spoke of with very high praise, as M 
Montagu did of the Dedication ; and if such folks ( 
find anything to praise, I find myself amply reco 
pensed for their censures, especially when they censi 
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what I cannot regret writing, since it is the part most 
favoured by Dr. Johnson. 

Mr. Wedderburne joined us immediately. Mrs. 
Thrale presently said, '* Mr. Wedderburne, I must 
present my daughter to you, — and Miss Burney." 

I curtsied mighty gravely, and shuffled to the 
other end of the party. 

Amongst the company, I was most struck with the 

Hon. Mrs. W , lately Miss T . She ran away 

with a Mr. W y a man nearly old enough to be her 

father, and of most notorious bad character, both as a 
sharper and a libertine. This wretch was with her — a 
most hajckneyed, ill-looking object as I ever saw ; and 
the foolish girl, who seems scarce sixteen, and looks a 
raw school-girl, has an air of so much discontent, and 
seems in a state of such dismal melancholy, that it was 
not possible to look at her without compassionating a 
folly she has so many years to live regretting. I would 
not wish a more striking warning to be given to other 
such forward, adventurous damsels, than to place 
before them this miserable runaway, who has not only 
disgraced her family, and enraged her friends, but 
rendered herself a repentant mourner for life. 

# 4c 4c # 

The next morning we had the company of two young 
ladies at breakfast — the S. S. and a Miss Birch, a little 
girl but ten years old, whom the S. S. invited, well fore- 
seeing how much we should all be obliged to her. 

This Miss Birch is a niece of the charming Mrs. 
Pleydell^ and so like her, that I should have taken her 
for her daughter, yet she is not, now, quite so hand- 
some ; but as she will soon know how to display her 
beauty to the utmost advantage, I fancy, in a few years, 
ahe will yet more resemble her lovely and most be- 
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witching aunt. Everybody, she said, tells her how 
like she is to her aunt Pleydell. 

As you, therefore, have seen that sweet woman, only 
imagine her ten years old, and you will see her sweet 
niece. Nor does the resemblance rest with the person; 
she sings' like her, laughs like her, talks like her, 
caresses like her, and alternately softens and animates 
just like her. Her conversation is not merely like that 
of a womanalready, but like tbatof a most uncommonly 
informed, cultivated, and sagacious woman ; and atthe 
same time that her understanding is thus wonderfully 
prenaature, she can, at pleasure, throw off all this 
rationality, and make herself a mere playful, giddy, 
romping child. One moment, with mingled gravity 
and sarcasm, she discusses characters, and the next, 
with schoolgirl spirits, she jumps round the room; 
then, suddenly, she asks, " Do you know such, or such 
a song!" and instantlyj with mixed grace and buf- 
fooneiy, singles out an object, and sings it; and then, 
before there has been time to applaud her, she runs 
into the middle of the room, to try some new step in a 
dance ; and after all this, without waiting till her 
vagaries grow tiresome, she flings herself, with an 
aifectionate air, upon somebody's lap, and there, com- 
posed and thoughtful, she continues quiet till she again 
enters into rational conversation. 

Her voice is really charming — infinitely the mi 
powerful, as well as sweet, I ever heard at her 
Were she well and constantly taught, she might, I 
should think, do anything, — for, two or three Italian 
songs, which she learnt out of only five montha' 
teaching by Pursons, she sung like a little angel, with 
respect to taste, feeling, and expression ; but she now 
learns of nobody, and is so fond of French songs. 
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Ae sake^ she says, of the sentiment, that I fear she will 
have her wonderful abilities all thrown away. Oh^ how 
I wish my father had the charge of her ! 

She has spent four years out of her little life in 
France, which has made her distractedly fond of the 
French operas, '* Rose et Colas/* *' Annette et Lubin,"&c., 
and she told us the story quite through of several I 
never heard of, always singing the sujet when she 
came to the airs, and comically changing parts in the 
duets. She speaks French with the same fluency as 
English, and every now and then^ addressing herself to 
the S. S. — " Qtie je vous adore r — *' Ah, permettez que 
je me mette ct vos pieds /" Sec, with a dying languor that 
was equally laughable and lovely. 

When I found, by her taught songs, what a delightful 
singer she was capable of becoming, I really had not 
patience to hear her little French airs, and entreated 
her to give them up; but the little rogue instantly 
began pestering me with them, singing one after 
another with a comical sort of malice, and followins: 
me round the room^ when I said I would not listen to 
her, to say, ^' But is not this pretty ? — and this ? — and 
this V singing away with all her might and main. 

She sung without any accompaniment, as we had no 
instrument; but the S. S. says she plays too, very 
well. Indeed, I fancy she can do well whatever she 
pleases. 

We hardly knew how to get away from her when the 
carriage was ready to take us from Tunbridge, and 
Mrs. Thrale was so much enchanted with her that she 
went on the Pantiles and bought her a very beautiful 
inkstand. 

" I don't mean, Miss Birch,'* she said, when she 
gave it her, *^ to present you this toy as to a child, but 
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merely to beg you will do me the favour to acce| 
something that may make you dow and then 
member us." 

She was much delighted with this present, and 
me, in a whisper, that she should put a drawing of it: 
her journal. 

So you see.Susy, other children have had thU whi 
But something being said of novels, the S. S. said—' 

" Selina, do you ever read them V — And, with 
the little girl answered — 

" But too often ! — I wish I did not !"' 

The only thing I did not like in this seducing lil 
creature was our leave-taking. The S. S. had, as 
expected, her fine eyes suffused with tears, and nothii 
would serve the little Selina, who admires the S, 
passionately, but that she, also, must weep — and wee] 
therefore, she did, and that in a manner as pretty 
look at, as soft, as melting, aad as little to her discom- 
posure, as the weeping of her fair exemplar. The 
child's success in this pathetic art made the tears 
both appear to the whole party to be lodged, as 
English merchant says, "very near the eyes !" 

Doubtful as it is whether we shall ever see this sweet 
syren again, nothing, as Mrs. Thrale said to her, can be 
more certain than that we shall hear of her again, let 
her go whither she will. 

Charmed as we all were with her, we all agreed 
to have the care of her would be distraction ! *• SI 
seems the girl in the world," Mrs. Thrale wisely sai 
" to attain the highest reach of human perfection as 
man's mistress! — as such she would be a 
Cleopatra, and have the world at her command." 

Poor thing ! I hope to Heaven she will escape SQcb 
Bovereignty and such honours ! 
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^^ ^^ ^^ ^K 

We left Tunbridge Wells, and got, by dinner time, to 
our first stage, Uckfield, which afforded me nothing to 
record, except two lines of a curious epitaph which I 
picked up in the churchyard : — 

A wife and eight little children had I, 
And two at a birth who never did cry. 

Our next stage brought us to Brighthelmstonej, 
where I fancy we shall stay till the Parliament calls 
away Mr. Thrale. 

The morning after our arrival, our first visit was from 
Mr. Kipping, the apothecary, a character so curious that 
Foote designed him for his next piece, before he knew 
he had already written his last. He is a prating, good- 
humoured^ old gossip, who runs on in as incoherent 
and unconnected a style of discourse as Rose Fuller, 
though not so tonish. 

The rest of the morning we spent, as usual at this 
place, upon the Steyn, and in booksellers' shops* 
Mrs. Thrale entered all our names at Thomas's, the 
fashionable bookseller; but we find he has now a 
rival, situated also upon the Steyn, who seems to 
carry away all the custom and all the company. 
This is a Mr. Bowen, who is just come from London, 
and who seems just the man to carry the world before 
him as a shopkeeper. Extremely civil, attentive to 
watch opportunities of obliging, and assiduous to 
make use of them — skilful in discovering the taste or 
turn of mind of his customers, and adroit in putting in 
their way just such temptations as they are least able 
to withstand. Mrs. Thrale, at the same time that she 
sees his management and contrivance, so much admires 
his sagacity and dexterity, that, though open-eyed, she 

s2 
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is as easily wroaght upon to part with her mone7,J 
any of (he many dupea in this place, whom he | 
suades to require indispensably whateyer he i 
them. 

He did not, however, then at all suspect who I 
for he showed me nothing but schemes for raffles, a 
books, pocket-cases. Sec, which'were put up for those 
purposes. It is plain I can have no authoress air, 
since so discerning a bookseller thought rae a fine lady 
spendthrift, who only wanted occasions to get rid of 
money. 

In the evening we went to the rooms, which, at this 
time, are open every other night at Shergold's, or the 
New Assembly Kooras, and the alternate nights at 
Hick's, or the Ship Tavern. This night they were at 
the latter. 

There was very little company, and nobody that any 
of us knew, except two or three gentlemen of Mr. 
Thrale's acquaintance, among whom was that cele- 
brated wit and libertine, the Hon. Mr. Beaucletk, 
and a Mr. Newnliam, a rieli counsellor, learned in the 
law, but, to me, a displeasing man. 

Almost everybody but ourselves went to cards ; we 
found it, therefore, pretty stupid, and I was very glsd 
when we came home. 

* 41 * * • 

Sunday morning, as we came out of cbnrch, we saw 
Mrs. Cumberland, one of her sons, and both her 
daughters. Mrs. Thrale spoke to them, but I believe 
they did not recollect me. They are reckoned the 
flashers of the place, yet everybody laughs at them for 
their airs, affectations, and tonish graces and im- 
pertinences. 

In the evening, Mrs. Dickens, a lady of MrSiThraie's 
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acquaintance, invited us to drink tea at the rooms with 
ber, which we did, and found them much more* full and 
liyely than the preceding night. 

Mrs. Dickens is, in Mrs. Thrale's phrase, a sensible, 
bard-headed woman, and her daughter. Miss Dickens, 
who accompanied us, is a pretty girl of fifteen, who is 
always laughing, not', however from folly, as she de- 
serves the same epithet I have given her mother, but 
from youthful goodhumour, and from having from 
nature, as Mr. Thrale comically said to her, after 
examining her some minutes, ''a good merry. face of 
ber own.*' 

The folks of most consequence with respect to rank, 
who were at the rooms this night, were Lady Pem- 
broke and Lady Di Beauclerk, both of whom have 
still very pleasing remains of the beauty for which 
they have been so much admired. But the present 
beauty, whose remains our children (i. e. nieces) may 
talk of, is a Mrs. Musters, an exceeding pretty woman, 
who is the reigning toast of the season. 

While Mrs. Thrale, Mrs. Dickens, and I were walk- 
ing about after tea, we were joined by a Mr. Cure, a 
gentleman of the former's acquaintance. After a little 
while he said — 

'* Miss Thrale is very much grown since she was here 
last year ; and besides, I think she's vastly altered.'* • 

" Do you, sir,'' cried she, " I can't say I think so." 

*' Oh vastly ! — but young ladies at that age are always 
altering. To tell you the truth, I did not know her at 
all." 

This, for a little while, passed quietly ; but soon 
after, he exclaimed, 

'* Ma'am, do you know I have not yet read * Eve- 
Una?'" 
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' Have not 



nd I think I i 



cried sfie, laughing, 
shall, for thei 



getting 

it; the booksellers say they never can keep it a tno- 
ment, and the folks that hire it keep lending it from 
one to another in such a manner that it is never 
returned to the library. It's very provoking." 

" Butj" said Mrs. Thrale, "what maVeB you exclaim 
about it so to me V 

" Why, because, if you recollect, the last thing you 
said to me when we parted last year, was — be sureyoa 
read ' Evelina.' So as soon as I saw you I recollected 
it all again. But I wish Miss Thrale would turn more 
this way.' 

" Why what do you mean, Mr. Cure? do you know 
Miss Thrale now 1" 

" Yes, to be sure," answered he, looking full at 
" though I protest I should not have guessed at her 
had I seen her with anybody but you.'' 

" Oh ho !" cried Mrs, Thrale, laughing, " bo yoa 
mean Miss Eurney all this time." 

"What? — how? — eh? — why is that — is not that 
Miss Thrale ? is not that your daughter?" 

" No to be sure it is not — I wish she was !" ' 

Mr. Cure looked aghast, Mrs. Dickens laughed aloud, 
and 1, the whole time, had been obliged to turn ray 
head another way, that my sniggering might not boodct 
make him see his mistake. 

As soon, I suppose, as he was able, Mr. Cure, in a 
low voice, repeated, "Miss Eurney! so then that lad^ 
is the authoress of' Evelina' all this time." 

And, rather abruptly, he left us and joined another 
party. 

I suppose he told his story to as many as he talked 
to, for, in a short time, I found myself so violently. 
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stared at that I could hardly look any way without 
being put quite out of countenance, — particularly by 
young Mr. Cumberland, a handsome, soft-looking 
youth^ who fixed his eyes upon me incessantly, though 
but the evening before, when I saw him at Hicks's, he 
looked as if it would have been a diminution of his 
dignity to have regarded me twice. 

This ridiculous circumstance will, however, prevent 
any more mistakes of the same kind, I believe, as my 
^' authorshipness" seems now pretty well known and 
spread about Brighthelmstone. The very next morning 
as Miss Thrale and I entered Bowen's shop, where we 
were appointed to meet Mrs. Thrale, I heard her saying 
to him, as they were both in serious and deep confabu- 
lation : '* So you have picked up all this, Mr. Bowen, 
have you ?" then, seeing me, " Oh, ho !" she cried, 
" so one never is to speak of anybody at Bighthelmstone, 
but they are to be at one's elbow." 

" I presume," quoth I, " you were scarcely speaking 
of me V 

" No, but I was hearing of you from Mr. Bowen." 

And when we left the shop she told me that he had 
said to her, " O ma'am, what a book thrown away 
was that ! All the trade cry shame on Lowndes. Not^ 
ma'am, that I expected he could have known its worth, 
because that^'s out of the question ; but when its pro- 
fits told him what it was, it's quite scandalous that 
he should have done nothing ! — quite ungentlemanlike 
indeed 1" 

There's a bookseller for you, Susy ! 

# # :ic :ic # 

And now, if by the mention of a ball, I have raised 
in you any expectations of adventures, which with 
Charlotte, at least, I doubt not has been the case, — I 
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am sorry to be obliged to blast them all by confessing 
that none at all happened. 

One thing, however, proved quite disagreeable to 
me, and that was the whole behaviour of the whole 
tribe of the Cumberlands, which I must explain. 

Mr. Cumberland, when he saw Mrs. Thrale, flew 
with eagerness to her and made her take his seat, and 
be talked to her, with great friendliness and inti- 
macy, as he has been always accustomed to do, — and 
inquired very particularly concerning her daughter, 
expressing an earnest desire to see her. Bui when, 
some time after, Mrs. Thrale said, " Oh, there is my 
daughter, with Miss Burney," he changed the dis- 
course abruptly, — never came near Miss Thrale, and 
neither then nor since, when he has met Mrs. Thrale, 
has again mentioned her name : and the whole evening 
he seemed determined to avoid us both. 

Mrs. Cumberland contented herself with only look- 
ing at me as at a person she had no reason or business 
to know. 

The two daughters, but especially the eldest, as well 
as the son, were by no means so quiet ; they stared at 
me every time I came near them as if I had been a 
thing for a show ; surveyed me from head to foot, and 
then again, and again, and again returned to my face, 
with so determined and so unabating a curiosity, that 
it really made me uncomfortable. 

All the folks here impute the whole of this conduct 
to its having transpired that I am to bring out a play 
this season ; for Mr. Cumberland, though in all other 
respects an agreeable and a good man, is so notorious 
for hating and envying and spiting all authors in the 
dramatic line, that he is hardly decent in his behaviour 
towards them. 
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He has little reason, at present at leasts to bear me 
any ill-will; but if he is capable of such weakness and 
malignity as to have taken an aversion to me merely 
because I can make use of pen and ink, he deserves 
not to hear of my having suppressed my play, or of 
any thing else that can gratify so illiberal a disposi* 
tion. 

Dr. Johnson, Mr. Cholmondeley, and Mr. and Mrs. 
Thrale have all repeatedly said to me^ ** Cumberland 
no doubt hates you heartily by this time;'' but it 
always appeared to me a speech of mingled ftm and 
flattery, and I never dreamed of its being possible to 
be true. However, perhaps yet all this may be acci- 
dental, so I will discuss the point no longer. 
# # # # # 

A few days since we drank tea at Mrs. Dickens's, 
where, with other company, we met Sir John and Lady 
S — — • Sir John prides himself in being a courtier of the 
last age. He is abominably ugly, and a prodigious puffer, 
— now of his fortune, now of his family, and now of his 
courtly connexions and feats. His lady is a beautiful 
woman, tall, genteel, and elegant in her person, with 
regular features, and a fine complexion. For the rest, 
she is well-bred, gentle, and amiable. 

She invited us all to tea at her house the next even- 
ing, where we met Lady Pembroke, whose character, 
as far as it appears, seems exactly the same as Lady 

S 's. But the chief employment of the evening was 

listening to Sir John's bragadocios of what the old 
king said to him, — which of the ladies of quality were 
his cousins, — how many acres of land he enjoyed in 
Sussex, — and other such modest discourse. 

After tea we all went to the rooms. Lady Pembroke 
having first retired. There was a great deal of com- 
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pany, and among them the Cumberlands. The 
of the girls, who was walking with Mrs. Musters, q 
turaed round her whole person every time we passi 
each other, to keep me in sight, and stare at 
long as possihle ; bo did her hrother. I never saw any 
thing so ill-bred and impertinent ; I protest I was ready 
to quit the rooms to avoid them; till at last Miss 
Thrale, catching Miss Cumberland's eye, gave her so 
full, determined, and downing a stare, that whether 
cured by shame or by resentment, she forebore from 
that lime to look at either of us. Miss Thrale, with a 
sort of good-natured dryness, said, " Whenever yoa 
are disturbed with any of these starers, apply to me,— 
I'll warrant I'll cure them. I dare say the girl bate*. 
me for it; hut what shall I be the worse for that? 
would have served master Dickey so too, only I coul( 
not catch his eye," 



Oct. 20. — Last Tuesday, at the request of Lady 

S , who patronized a poor actor, we all went 

to the play, — which was Dryden's •' Tempest," — and a 
worse performance have I seldom seen. Shakspeare'a 
" Tempest," which for fancy, invention, and originality, 
is at the head of beautiful improbabilities, is rendered 
by the additions of Drydenachildish chaos of absurdity 
and obscenity ; and the grossness and awkwardness 
of these poor unskilful actors rendered all that ought 
to have been obscure so shockingly glaring, that there 
was no attending to them without disgust. All thi 
afforded me any entertainment was looking at I 
Thrale, who turned up his nose with an expression 
contempt at the beginning of the performance, ant 
never suffered it to return to its usual place till it 
ended ! 
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The play was ordered by Mrs, Cumberland. These 
poor actors nerer have any company in the boxes unless 
they can prevail upon some lady to bespeak a play^ 
and desire her acquaintance to go to it. But we all 
agreed we should not have been very proud to have 
bad our names at the head of a play bill of Dryden's 
'« Tempest." 

By the way, Mrs. Cumberland has never once waited 
on Mrs. Thrale since our arrival, though, till now, she 
always seemed proud enough of the acquaintance* 
Very strange ! Mr. Cumberland, after a week's con- 
sideration and delay, called at last, and chatted with 
Mr. and Mrs. Thrale very sociably and agreeably. I 
happened to be up stairs, and felt no great desire, you 
may believe, to go down, and Mrs. Thrale archly enough 
said afterwards, 

" I would have sent to you, but hang it, thought I, 
if I only name her, this man will snatch his hat and 
make off!" 

The other morninor the two Misses came into Tho- 
mas's shop while we were there, and the eldest^ as 
usual, gave me, it seems, the honour of employing her 
eyes the whole time she stayed. 

We afterwards met them on the Steyn, and they 
curtsied to Mrs. Thrale, who stopt and inquired after 
their father, and then a dawdling conversation took 
place. 

" How were you entertained at the play, ma'am ?— 
did you ever see anything so full ?" 

" Oh,'* cried Mrs. Thrale, '* the ladies are all dying 
of it ! such holding up of fans !" 

'^ Oh, because it was so hot," cried Miss Cumber^ 
land,.entirely misunderstanding her: ''it was monstrous 
hot, indeed !" 
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The next time I met them, I intend to try if I can 
stop this their stanng syetem, by courtesying to ibem. 
immediately. 1 think it will be impossible, if I claim 
them as acquaintance, that they can thus rudely fasten 
their eyes upon me. 

We have had a visit from Dr. Delap. He told 
that he had another tragedy, and that I should have it 
to read. 

He was very curious to see Mr. Cumberland, who, 
it seems, has given evident marks of displeasure at bi» 
name whenever Mrs. Thrale has mentioned it. That 
poor man is so wonderfully narrow-minded in his 
thorship capacity, though otherwise good, humane, and 
generous, that he changes countenance at either seeing 
or hearing of any writer whatsoever. Mrs. Thrale, 
with whom, this foible excepted, he is a great favourite, 
is so enraged with him for his littleness of soul in this 
respect, that merely to plague him, she vowed at the 
rooms she would walk all the evening between Dr. 
Delap and me. I wished so little to increase his un-- 
pleasant feelings, that 1 determined to keep with Miaa 
Thrale and Miss Dickens entirely. One time, though^ 
Mrs. Thrale, when she was sitting by Dr. Delap, called me 
suddenly to her, and when 1 was seated, said, " Now 
let's see if Mr, Cumberland will come and speak tOf< 
me !" But he always turns resolutely another ' 
when he sees her with either of ua ; though at all oi 
times he is particularly fond of her company. 

" It would actually serve him right," says she, ' 
make Dr. Delap and you strut at each side of me, 
with a dagger, and the other with a mask, as traged] 
and comedy." 

" I think, Miss Burney," said the doctor, " you and 
seem to stand in the same predicament. Whatshi 
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we do for the poor man? suppose we burn a play 
apiece i 

^' Depend upon it," said Mrs. Thrale, " he has 
heard, in town, that you are both to bring one out this 
season^ and perhaps one of his own may be deferred on 
that account." 

*' Well, he's a fine man/^ cried the doctor ; " pray, 

Miss Burney, shew me him when you see him." 

* * * * 

On the announcement of the carriage, we went into 
the next room for our cloaks, where Mrs. Thrale and 
Mr. Cumberland were in deep conversation. 

" Oh, here's Miss Bumey !" said Mrs. Thrale aloud 
Mr. Cumberland turned round, but withdrew his 
eyes instantly; and I, determined not to interrupt 
them, made Miss Thrale walk away with me. In about 
ten minutes she left him, and we all came home. 

As soon as we were in the carriage, 

" It has been," said Mrs. Thrale, warmly, •' all I 
could do not to affront Mr. Cumberland to-night !'* 

*^ Oh, I hope not !" cried I ; *' I would not have you 
for the world !" 

*' Why, I have refrained ; but with great difficulty !" 

And then she told me the ponversation she had just 
had with him. As soon as I made off, he said, with a 
spiteful tone of voice, 

" Oh, that young lady is an author, I hear !'' 

"Yes,'' answered Mrs. Thrale, " author of 'Evelina !' '* 

" Humph, — I am told it has some humour !" 

" Ay, indeed ! Johnson says nothing like it has 
appeared for years !" 

" So," cried he, biting his lips, and waving uneasily 
in his chair, '* so, so !" 

" Yes," continued she, " and Sir Joshua Reynolds 
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told Mr. Thrale he would giro fifty pounds to ki 
the author !" 

" So, so — oh, vastly well !" cried he, patting his 
on his forehead. 

" Nay," added she, " Burke himself sat np all nij 
to finish it!" 

This seemed quite too much for him; he put bol 
his hands to hia face, and waring backwards 
forwards, said, 

" Oh, vastly well ! — this will do for aoytliing !" wil 
a tone as much as to say. Pray, no more '. Then Mi 
Thrale bid him good night, longing, she said, to ci 
Miss Thrale first, and say, " So you won't speak to 
daughter? — why, she is no author!" 

X much rejoice that she did not, and I have moi 
earnestly entreated her not to tell this anecdote 
anybody here, for I really am much concerned to have 
ever encountered this sore man, who, if already be thus 
burns with envy at the success of my book, will, should 
he find his narrowness of mind resented by me, 
related by my friends, not only wish me ill, but do ra^H 
every ill office hereafter in his power. Indeed, i 
quite shocked to find how he avoids and determines to 
dislike me; for hitherto I have always been willing' 
and'able to hope that I had not one real enemy or ill- 
wisher in the world. I shall still, however, hope, if I 
can but keep Mn. Thrale's indignant warmth of friend- 
ship within bounds, to somewhat conciliate matters, 
and prevent any open enmity, which authorises all ill 
deeds, from taking place. All authorship contention I 
shudder to think of. 



( 



I must now have the honour to present to you a new | 
acquaintance, who this day dined here. 
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Mr. B y, an Irish gentleman, late a commissary 

in Germany. He is between sixty and seventy, but 
means to pass for about thirty; gallant, complaisant, 
obsequious, and humble to the fair sex, for whom he 
has an awful reverence ; but when not immediately 
addressing them, Bwaggering, blustering, puffing, and 
domineering. These are his two apparent characters; 
but the real man is worthy, moral, religious, though 
conceited and parading. 

He is as fond of quotations as my poor ''Lady 
Smaller," and, like her, knows little beyond a song, 
and always blunders about the author of that. Hia 
language greatly resembles Rose . Fuller's, who, as 
Mrs, Thrale well says, when as old, will be much such 
another personage. His whole conversation consists in 
little French phrases, picked up during his residence 
abroad, and in anecdotes and story-telling, which are 
sure to be retold daily and daily in the same words- 
Having given you this general sketch, I will en- 
deavour to illustrate it by some specimens ; but you 
must excuse their being unconnected, and only such as 
I can readily recollect. 

Speaking of the bail in the evening, to which we 
were all going, " Ah, madam !" said he to Mrs. Thrale, 
" there was a time when — tol-de-rol, tol-de-rol [rising, 
and dancing and singing], tol-de-rol! — I could dance 
with the best of them ; but, now a man, forty and up- 
wards, as my Lord Ligonier used to say — but — tol-de- 
rol ! — there was a time !" 

" Ay, so there was, Mr. B y," said Mrs. Thrale, 

*' and 1 think you and I together made avery venerable 
appearance!" 

"Ah! madam, I remember once, at Bath, I was 
called out to dance with one of the finest young ladiea 
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I ever saw. I was just preparing to do my best, wbi 
a gentleman of my accjuainlance was so cruel 

whigper me — ' B y ! the eyes of all Europe are upon 

you !' — for that was the phrase of the times. 'B y !' 

says he, ' the eyes of all Europe are upon you !' — I vow, 
ma'am, enough to make a man tremble! — tol-de-rol, 
tol-de-rol! [dancing] — the eyes of all Europe are upon 
you! — I declare, ma'am, enough to put a man out of 
countenance!" 

Dr. Delap, who came here some time after, was 
speaking of Horace. 

"Ah! madam," cried Mr, B y, "this Latin — 

things of that kind — we waste our youth, ma'am, in 
these vain studies. For my part I wish I had spent 
mine in studying French and Spanish — more useful, 
ma'am. But, bless me, ma'am, what time have I had for 
that kind of thing? Travelling here, over the ocean, 
hills and dales, ma'am — reading the great book of the 
world— poor ignorant mortals, ma'am, — no time to do 
anything !" 

" Ay, Mr. B y," said Mrs. Thrale, " I remember 

how you downed Beauclerk and Hamilton, the wita, 
once at our house, when they talked of ghosts!" 

"Ah! ma'am, give me a brace of pistols, and ! 
warrant I'll manage a ghost for you! Not but Pro- 
vidence may please to send little spirits — guardian 
angels, ma'am — to watch us : that I can't speak about. 
It would be presumptuous, ma'am — for what can K 
poor, ignorant mortal know?" 

" Ay, so you told Beauclerk and Hamilton. 

" Oh yes, ma'am. Poor human beings can't acconi 
for anything — and call themselves esprits forts ! I vow 
'tis presumptuous, ma'am ! Esprits forts, indeed \ they 
. see no farther than their noses, poor, ignoraot 






1779] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 273 

mortals ! Here's an admiral^ and here's a prince, and 
here's a general, and here's a dipper — and poor Smoker, 
the bather, ma^ara ! What's all this strutting about, 
and that kind of thing? and then they can't account for 
a blade of grass !" 

After this. Dr. Johnson being mentioned, 

" Ay," said he, " I'm sorry he did not come down with 
you. I liked him better than those others : not much 
of a fine gentleman, indeed, but a clever fellow — a deal 
of knowledge — got a deuced good understanding !" 

Dr. Delap rather abruptly asked my christian name : 
Mrs. Thrale answered, and Mr. B y tenderly re- 
peated, 

" Fanny ! a prodigious pretty name, and a pretty 
lady that bears it. Fanny ! Ah ! how beautiful is that 
song of Swift's — 

* When Fanny, blooming fair, 

First caught my ravished sight. 
Struck with her mien and air — ' " 

" Her face and air," interrupted Mrs. Thrale, " for 
^mien and air' we hold to be much the same thins:." 

" Right, ma'am, right ! You, ma'am — why, nia^am — 
you know everything; but, as to me — to be sure, I 
began with studying the old Greek and Latin, ma'am : 
but, then, travelling, ma^am ! — going through Germany, 
and then France, and Spain, ma'am ! and dipping at 
Brighthelmstone, over hills and dales, reading the 
great book of the world ! Ay, a little poetry now and 
then, to be sure, I have picked up. 

*My Phoebe and I, 
O'er hills, and o'er dales, and o'er valleys will fly, 
And love shall be by !' 

But, as you say, ma'am ! — 

VOL. I. T 
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' Struck with her face and air, 
I felt a strange delight !' 

How pretty that is: how progressive from the first 
sight of her ! Ah ! Swift was a fine man !" 

*' Why, sir, I don'^t think it^s printed in his works !*' 
said Dr. Delap. 

" No !" said Mrs. Thrale, " because 'tis Chester- 
field^s r 

** Ay, right, right, ma'^am ! so it is.*' 

Now, if I had heard all this before I wrote my play, 
would you not have thought I had borrowed the hint of 
my Witlings from Mr. B ^y ? 

" I am glad, Mr. Thrale/^ continued this hero, "you 
have got your fire-place altered. Why, ma'am, there 
used to be such a wind, there was no sitting here. 
Admirable dinners — excellent company — tr^s hon fare 
—and, all the time, * Signor Vento' coming down the 
chimney ! Do you remember, Miss Thrale, how, one 
day at dinner, you burst out a-laughing, because I 
said a tres bon goose ?'^ 

But if I have not now given you some idea of Mr. 

B y's conversation, I never can, for I have written 

almost as many words as he ever uses, and given you 
almost as many ideas as he ever starts ! And as he 
almost lives here, it is fitting I let you know something 
of him. 

Well, in the evening we all went to the ball, where 

we had appointed to meet Lady S , Mrs. Dickens, 

and Mr., Mrs., and the Misses S , of Lewes. 

The eldest Miss S had for a partner a most 

odiously vulgar young man, short, thick, and totally 
underbred. 

" I wonder," said she to me, between one of the 
dances, *' what my partner's name is — do you know?" 
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" I am not sure," quoth I, " but I fancy Mr. Squab !'* 

" Mr. Squab !" repeated she. •* Well, I don't like 
him at all. Pray, do you know who that gentleman is 
that jumps so?" pointing to Mr. Cure. 

*' Yes," answered I, '' 'tis a Mr. Kill !" 

*' Well/' cried she, "I don't like his dancing at all. 
I wonder who that officer is ?" pointing to a fat, coarse 
sort of a man, who stooped immoderately. 

'* Captain Slouch," quoth I. 

'* Weil," said she, ^' I think the people here have 
very odd names !" 

And thus, though the names I gave them were merely 
and markingly descriptive of their persons, did this 
little noodle and her sister instantly believe them. 

When the dancing was over, and we walked about, 
Mr. Cure, with his usual obsequiousness, came to 
speak to me, and for awhile joined us ; and these girls, 
who penned me between them, tittered, and pinched 
me, and whispered observations upon "Mr. Kill," till 
I was obliged to assume the most steady gravity, to 
prevent his discovering how free I had made with him. 

Just before we came away, Mr. S came up to his 

daughter, and said, '^Pray, my dear, who was the 
gentleman you danced with ?" 

^* Mr. Squab, papa," answered she. 

** A good, tight young man," said Mr. S . " I 

must go and make a bow to him before we go." 

All the Cumberlands were there. Mr. Cumberland 
avoids Miss Thrale as much as he does me, merely, I 
suppose, because she is commonly with me. However, 
if such is his humour, he was not made too happy this 
night, for Mrs. Thrale told me, that while she was 
seated next him, as he was playing at cards, Dr. Delap 

t2 
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came to her^ and began singing my eloge, and saying 
how I should be adored in France ; that that was the 
paradise of lady wits, and that, for his part, if he had 
not known I was Dr. Burney's daughter, he thought I 
had so much a French face and look that he should 
have guessed me for a daughter of Yoltaire'sy — and 
other such speeches, all of which, I fear, were so many 
torments to poor Mr. Cumberland. 

'' But," said Mrs. Thrale, '' let him be tormented, if 
such things can torment him. For my part Fd have i 
starling taught to halloo 'Evelina!'" 

9|C * # # 

I am absolutely almost ill with laughing. This Mr. 

B y half convulses me; yet I cannot make yoo 

laugh by writing his speeches, because it is the manner 
which accompanies them, that, more than the matter, 
renders them so peculiarly ridiculous. His extreme 
pomposity, the solemn stiffness of his person, the 
conceited twinkling of his little old eyes, and the 
quaint importance of his delivery, arc so much more 
like some pragmatical old coxcomb represented on the 
stage, than like anything in real and common life, that 
I think, were I am.m, I should sometimes be betrayed 
into clapping him for acting so well. As it is, I am 
sure no character in any comedy I ever saw has made 
me laugh more extravagantly. 

He dines and spends the evening here constantly, to 
my great satisfaction. 

-At dinner, when Mrs. Thrale offers him a seat next 
her, he regularly says, 

** But where are les charmantesV* meaninor Miss T. 
and me. " I can do nothing till they are accom- 
modated !" 
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Andy whenever he drinks a glass of wine^ he never 
fails to touch either Mrs. Thrale's^ or my glass, with 
^ est'il permis ?" 

But at the same time that he is so courteous^ he is 
proud to a most sublime excess, and thinks every 
person to whom he speaks honoured beyond measure 
by his notice, nay, he does not even look at anybody 
without evidently displaying that such notice is more 
the effect of his benign condescension, than of any pre- 
tension on their part to deserve such a mark of his 
perceiving their existence. But you will think me mad 
about this man. 

# :|c % He 

By far the best among our men acquaintance here, and 
him who, next to Mr. Selwin, I like the best, is a Mr. 
Tidy. You will probably suspect, as Lady Hesketh did 
last night when she met him here, that this is a nickname 
only, whereas he hath not, heaven knows, a better in 
the world ! He appears a grave, reserved, quiet man ; 
but he is a sarcastic* observing, and ridiculing man. 
No trusting to appearances, no, not even to wigs ! for 
a meaner, more sneaking and pitiful wig, — a wig that 
less bespeaks. a man worth twopence in his pocket, or 
two ideas in his head, did I never see than that of 
Mr. Tidy. 

But the most agreeable part of the evening was the 
time I spent with Mr. Selwin, to whom I have taken a 
prodigious fancy, and a very odd one you will say if 
you inquire the " peticklers,^ for it is neither for bril- 
liancy, talents, wit, person, nor youth, since he is 
possessed of none of these; but the fact is, he appears 
to me uncommonly good, full of humanity, generosity, 
delicacy, and benevolence. 

One time, while Mrs. and Miss Thrale and I were 
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parading up and down, he came to us laughing, and 
said, 

" A gentleman has this moment been asking Lord 
Sefton who is the lady in the hat (n. b., I only bad 
one)? * What r answered his lordship, ' did you never 
read—' " 

He stopped and bit his lips, and I bit mine, and 
whisked to the other side. 

I wonder if ever I shall cease feelino: awkward at 
the first attack of every fresh attacker upon this sub- 
ject. 

sic % % He # 

Do you know I have been writing to Dr. Johnson! 
I tremble to mention it; but he sent a message in 
a letter to Mrs. Thrale, to wonder why his pupils did 
not write to him, and to hope they did not forget him: 
Miss Thrale, therefore, wrote a letter immediately, and 
I added only this little postscript : 

*^ P. S. Dr. Johnson's other pupil a little longs 
to add a few lines to this letter, — but ktiows too well 
that all she has to say might be comprised in 
signing herself his obliged and most obedient servant, 
F. B. : so that's better than a long rigmarole about 
nothing.'^ 

Nov. 3. — Last Monday we went again to the ball. 

Mr. B y, who was there, and seated himself next to 

Lady Pembroke, at the top of the room, looked most 
sublimely happy ! — He continues still to afford me the 
highest diversion. Rose Fuller was never half so 
entertaining; andMr. Selwin,whohaslong known him, 
and has all his stories and sayings by heart, studies to 
recollect all his favourite topics, and tells me before- 
hand what he will say upon the subject he prepares 
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me for leading him to. Indeed^ between him and Mrs. 
Thrale, almost all he has to say is almost exhausted. 

As he is notorious for his contempt of all artists^ 
whom he looks upon with little more respect than upon 
day-labourers, the other day, when painting was dis- 
cussed, he spoke of Sir Joshua Reynolds as if he had 
been upon a level with a carpenter or farrier. 

*' Did you ever/^ said Mrs. Thrale, ** see his Na- 
tivity ?" 

'^ No, madam^ — but I know his pictures very well ; I 
knew him many years ago, in Minorca ; he drew my 
picture there, — and then he knew how to take a mo- 
derate price ; but now, I vow, ma'am, His scandalous 
r — scandalous indeed ! to pay a fellow here seventy 
guineas for scratching out a head !^' 

*' Sir," cried Dr. Delap, '* you must not run down 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, because he is Miss Burney^s 
firiend/' 

" Sir/' answered he, ** I don^t want to run the man 
down ; I like him well enough in his proper place ; he 
is as decent as any man of that sort I ever knew ; but 
for all that, sir, his prices are shameful. Why, he would 
not [looking at the poor doctor with an enraged con- 
tempt] he would not do your head under seventy 
guineas !" 

** Well," said Mrs. Thrale, " he had one portrait at 
the last exhibition, that I think hardly could be paid 
enough for; it was of a Mr. Stuart; I had never done 
admiring it." 

** WhatstuflFis this, ma'am!" cried Mr.B y, "how 

can two or three dabs of paint ever be worth such a 
sum as that?'^ 

*' Sir," said Mr. Selwin (always willing to draw 
him out), ** you know not how much he is improved 
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since you knew him in Minorca ; he is now the finest 
painter, perhaps, in the world/' 

^* Pho, pho, sir/' cried he, '* how can you talk so? 
'*you, Mr. Seiwin, who have seen so many capital pic- 
tures abroad ?" 

" Come, come, sir," said the ever odd Dr. Delap, 
" you must not go on so undervaluing him, for, I tell 
you, he is a friend of Miss Burney^s/^ 

"Sir," said Mr. B y, " I tell you again I have no 

objection to the man ; I have dined in his company 
two or three times; a very decent man he is, fit to 
keep company with gentlemen; but, ma'am, what are 
all your modern dabblers put together to one ancient? 
nothing ! — a set of — not a Rubens among them ! I vow, 
ma'am, not a Rubens among them !" 

But, perhaps, his contempt of Dr. Delap's plea that 
he was my friend, may make you suppose that I am 
not in his good graces ; whereas I assure you it is not 
so ; for the other evening, when they were all at cards, 
I left the room for some time, and, on my return, Mr. 
Selwyn said, 

" Miss Burney, do not your cheeks tingle?" 

*' No," quoth I, '' why should they ?" 

" From the conversation that has just passed," 
answered he ; and afterwards I heard from Mrs. Thrale, 

that Mr. B y had been singing my praises, and 

pronouncing me " a dear little ckarmante," 

Brighthelmstoke. — To go on with the subject I 
left off with last — my favourite subject you will think 

it — Mr. B y. I must inform you that his commen- 

dation was more astonishing to me than anybody's 
could be, as I had really taken it for granted he had 
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hardly noticed my existence. But he has also spoken 
very well of Dr. Delap — that is to say, in a very conde- 
scending manner, " That Dr. Delap," said he, *' seems 
a good sort of man ; I wish all the cloth were like 
him ; but, lackaday ! 'tis no such thing ; the clergy 
in general are but odd dogs." 

Whenever plays are mentioned, we have also a regu- 
lar speech about them. 

'* I never," he says, ** go to a tragedy, — it's too 
affecting; tragedy enough in real life: tragedies are 
only fit for fair females ; for my part, I cannot bear 
to see Othello tearing about in that violent manner; — 
and fair little Desdemona — ma'am, 'tis too affecting ! 
to see your kings and your princes tearing their pretty 
locks, — oh there's no standing it! 'A straw-crown'd 
monarch,' — what is that, Mrs. Thrale? 

* A straw-crown'd monarch in mock majesty,' 

I can't recollect now where that is ; but for my 
part, I really cannot bear to see such sights. And then 
out come the white handkerchiefs, and all their pretty 
eyes are wiping, and then come poison and daggers, 
and all that kind of thing, — O ma'am, 'tis too much ; 
but yet the fair tender hearts, the pretty little females, 
all like it !" 

This speech, word for word, I have already heard 
from him literally four times. 

When Mr. Garrick was mentioned, he honoured him 
with much the same style of compliment as he had 
done Sir Joshua Reynolds. 

** Ay, ay,^' said he, " that Garrick was another of 
those fellows that people run mad about. Ma'am, 'tis a 
shame to think of such things ! an actor living^ like a 
person of quality ! scandalous! I vow, scandalous !*' 
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" Well, — commend me to Mr. B y !" cried Mrs. 

Thrale, " for he is your only man to put down all the 
people that everybody else sets up." 

" Why, ma'am," answered he, " I like all these | 
people very well in their proper places ; but to see such 
a set of poor beings living like persons of quality, — ^"tis 
preposterous ! common sense, madam, coramon sense 
is against that kind of thing. As to Garrick, he waA| 
a very good mimic, an entertaiuing fellow enough, aadb 
all that kind of thing; but for an actor to live like! 
person of quality — oh, standalous!" 

Some time after the musical tribe was mentioned. 
He was at cards at the time witli Mr. Selwyn,Dr. Delap, 
and Mr. Tli.*ale, while we " fair females," as he always 
calls us, were speaking of Agujari. He constrained 
himself from dying out as long as lie waa able; bat 
Upon our mentioning her having fifty pounds a sODg, 
he suddenly, in a great rage, called out " Catgut and 'I 
rosin ! — ma'am, 'tis scandalous !" 

We all laughed, and Mr. Selwyn, to provoke him (Ht^'l 
aaid, 

" Why, sir, how shall we part with our moa«}! J 
better ?" 

" Oh fie ! fie!" cried he, " I have not patience ( 
hear of such folly; common sense, sir, common a 
is against it. Why now there was one of these fellows 
at Bath last season, a Mr. Rauzzini, — I vow I longed to 
cane him every day ! such a work made with bini ! all 
the fair females sighing for him ! enough to make «. j 
man sick !" ' | 

***** 

I have always, at dinner, the good fortune to sit 
next the General, for I am sure if 1 had not I could not 
avoid offending him, because 1 am eternally upon tba~ 
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titter when he speaks^ that if I faced him he must see 
my merriment was not merely at his humour, but ex- 
cited by his countenance^ his language, his winkings 
and the very tone of his voice. 

Mr. Selwin, who, as I have already hinted, indulges 

my enjoyment of Mr. B y's conversation, by always 

trying to draw him out upon such topics as he most 
shews off in, told me, some days since, that he feared I 
had now exhausted all his stories, and heard him 
discuss all his shining subjects of discourse ; but after- 
wards, recollecting himself, he added, that there was 
yet one in reserve, which was "ladies learning Greek," 
upon which he had, last year, flourished very copiously. 
The occasion was Miss Streatfleld's knowledge of that 
language, and the General, who wants two or three 
phrases of Latin to make him pass for a man of learn- 
ing (as he fails not daily to repeat his whole stock), was 
so much incensed that a " fair female" should presume 
to study Greek, that he used to be quite outrageous 
upon the subject. Mr. Selwyn, therefore, promised 
to treat me with hearing his dissertation, which he 
assured me would afibrd me no little diversion. 

# # He # 9|: 

The other day, at dinner, the subject was, married 
life, and among various husbands and wives Lord 

If being mentioned, Mr. B ^y pronounced his 

panegyric, and called him his friend. 

Mr. Selwyn, though with much gentleness, differed 
from him in opinion, and declared he could not think 
well of him, as he knew his lady, who was an amiable 
woman, was used very ill by him. 

'* How, sir?" cried Mr. B y. 

^* I have known him," answered Mr. Selwyn, " fre- 
quently pinch her till she has been ready to cry with 
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pain, though she has endeavoured to prevent its being 
observed." 

•*And I," Slid Mrs. Thrale/'know that be pulled her 
nose, in his frantic brutality, till he broke some of the 
vessels of it ; and when she was dying she still found 
the torture he had given her by it so great^ that it was 
one of her last complaints." 

The General, who is all for love and gallantry, far 
from attempting to vindicate his friend, quite swelled 
with indignation at this account, and, after a pause, 
big with anger, exclaimed, 

** Wretched doings, sir, wretched doings !'* 

** Nay, I have known him," added Mr. Selwin, 
" insist upon handing her to her carriage, and then, 
with an affected kindness, pretend to kiss her hand, 
instead of which he has almost bit a piece out of it !" 

*' Pitiful ! — pitiful ! sir," cried the General, ** I know 
nothing more shabby !" 

'* He was equally inhuman to his daughter/' said 
Mrs. Thrale, ** for, in one of his rages, he almost 
throttled her.'' 

^^ Wretched doings !" again exclaimed Mr. B ^y,. 

*^ what ! cruel to a fair female ! Oh fie ! fie ! fie ! — a 
fellow who can be cruel to females and children, or 
animals, must be a pitiful fellow indeed. I wish we 
had had him here in the sea. I should like to have 
had him stripped, and that kind of thing, and been 
well banged by ten of our dippers here with a cat-o'- 
nine-tails. Cruel to a fair female ? Oh fie ! fie ! fie !" 

I know not how this may read, but I assure you its 
sound was ludicrous enough. 

However, I have never yet told you his most favour- 
ite story, though we have regularly heard it three or 
^^ur times a day ! — And this is about his health. 
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**Sorae years ago/' he says, — " let's see, how many? 
in the year 71, — ay, 71, 72 — thereabouts — I was taken 
very ill, and, by ill-luck, I was persuaded to ask advice 
of one of these Dr. Gallipots : — oh, how I hate them all I 
Sir, they are the vilest pick-pockets — know nothing, 
sir ! nothing in the world I poor ignorant mortals ! 
and then they pretend — In short, sir, I hate them 
all ; I have suflFered so much by them, sir — lost four 
years of the happiness of my life — let's see, 71, 72, 
73, ^4 — ay, four years, sir ! — mistook my case, sir ! — 
and all that kind of thing. Why, sir, my feet swelled 
as big as two horses^ heads ! I vow I will never consult 
one of these Dr. Gallipot fellows again ! lost me, sir, 
four years of the happiness of my life ! — why I grew 
quite an object ! — you would hardly have known me ! 
— lost all the calves of my legs ! — had not an ounce of 
flesh left ! — and as to the rouge — why, my face was the 
colour of that candle ! — those deuced Gallipot fellows ! 
— why they robbed me of four years — let me see, ay, 
71, 72—" 

And then it all goes over again ! 

This story is always a propos ; if health is mentioned, 
it is instanced to shew its precariousness ; if life, to 
bewail what he has lost of it ; if pain, to relate what 
he has suffered ; if pleasure, to recapitulate what he 
has been deprived of; but if a physician is hinted at, 
eagerly indeed is the opportunity seized of inveighing 
against the whole faculty. 

% :|c # % He 

Tuesday was a very agreeable day indeed, and I am 
sure a merry one to me ; but it was all owing to the 
General, and I do not think you seem to have a true 
taste for him, so I shall give you but a brief account of 
my entertainment from him. 
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We had a large party of gentlemen to dinner. 
Among them was Mr. Hamilton, commonly called 
Single-Speech Hamilton, from having made one re- 
markable speech in the House of Commons against 
government^ and receiving some douceur to be silent 
ever after. This Mr. Hamilton is extremely tall and 
handsome ; has an air of haughty and fashionable su- 
periority ; is intelligent, dry, sarcastic, and clever. I 
should have received much pleasure from his con- 
versational powers, had I not previously been pre* 
judiced against him, by hearng that he is infinitely 
artful, double, and crafty. 

The dinner conversation was too general to be well 
remembered ; neither, indeed, shall I attempt more than 
partial scraps relating to matters of what passed when 
we adjourned to tea. 

Mr. Hamilton, Mr. Selwyn, Mr. Tidy, and Mr. Thrale 
seated themselves to whist; the rest looked on : but the 
General, as he always does, took up the newspaper, 
and, with various comments, made aloud, as he went on 
reading to himself, diverted the whole company. Now 
he would cry, '* Strange ! strange that !'* — presently, 
'' What stuff! I don't believe a word of it !"— a little 
after, ^*0 Mr. Bate, I wish your ears were cropped !" — 
then, " Ha ! ha ! ha ! funnibus ! funnibus ! indeed !" — 
and, at last, in a great rage, he exclaimed, ** What a 
fellow is this, to presume to arraign the conduct of 
persons of quality !" 

Having diverted himself and us in this manner, till 
he had read every column methodically through, he 
began all over again,, and presently called out, **Ha! 
ha! here's a pretty thing !*^ and then, in a plaintive 
voice, languished out some wretched verses. 

Although the only mark of approbation with which 
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the company favoured these lines was laughing at 
them, the General presently found something else 
equally bad» which he also praised, also read, and. 
also raised a laugh at, 

A few minutes after he began puffing and blowing, 
with rising indignation, and, at last, cried out, ^^ What 
a fellow is this? I should not be at all surprised if 
General Burgoyne cut off both his ears !" 

** You have great variety there/' cried Mr. Hamilton, 

drily ; ^' but I think, Mr. B y, you have read us 

nothing to-day about the analeptic pills !" 

Though we all smiled at this, the General, un- 
conscious of any joke, gravely answered, 

" No, sir ! I have not seen them yet, but I dare say 
I shall find them by and by !" 

And, by the time the next game was finished, he 
called out, ^' No ! I see nothing of the analeptic pills 
to-day ; but here's some Samaritan drops !" 

Soon after he began to rage about some baronet, 
whose title began. Sir Carnaby. ^' Well," he cried, 
" what names people do think of ! Here's another now, 
Sir Onesiphoras Paul ! why, now, what a name is that! 
Poor human beings here, inventing such a name as 
that! I can't imagine where they met with it: it is 
not in the Bible." 

** There you are a little mistaken P' said Mr. Ha- 
milton, coolly. 

*' Is it ? Well, I protest, Onesiphoras ! ha I ha I" 

*' But you don't exactly pronounce it right," returned 
Mr. Hamilton, *^ it is Onesiphorws — not as, as you 
say it." 

Mr. B y made no answer, but went on reading 

the newspaper to himself. 

Mr. Hamilton, who had now given his place at the 



whist-table to Mr. Eateson, related to us a very ex* | 
traordinary cure performed by a physician, who would 
not write bis prescriptions, " Because," said he, " they 
should noL appear against btm, as his advice was out of 
rule ; but the cure was performed, and I much honour, 
and would willingly employ such a man." 

" How !" exclaimed Mr. B y, who always fires at 

the very name of a physician, " What ! let one of 
those fellows try bis experiments upon you? For my 
part, ril never employ one again as long as I live! 
I've suffered too much by them; lost me five years of 
the happiness of my life — ever since the year — ^let's seCj 
'71,72—" 

" Mrs. Thrale," interrupted Mr. Hamilton, " I was 
in some hopes Dr. Johnson would have come hither 
with you." 

Mrs. Thrale answered him ; but Mr. B y went on. 

" One of those Dr. Gallipots, now— Heberden— 
attended a poor fellow I knew. ' Oh,' says he, ' he'll do 
vastly well!' and so, and so on, and all that kind of 
thing : but the next morning, when he called, the poor 
gentleman was dead ! There's your Mr. Heberden for 
you! Oh, fie! fie!" 

" What will you do without them?" said Mr. Ha- 
milton. 

" Do, sir? Why, live like men! Who wants a 
pack of their nostrums ? I'll never employ one again 
while I live ! They mistook my case, sir; they played 
the very devil with me ! Let me see,'/], 72 — " 

" What !" interrupted Mr. Hamilton, " are you 
seventy-two 1" 

The dry humour with which he asked this, set 

the whole company in a roar. Mr. B y angrily 

answered, 
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'^ No, sir, no ! no such thing ; but I say—" 
And then he went on with his story : no calves to his 
legs ; mistook his case ; feet swelled as big as horses' 
heads ; not an ounce of flesh ; — and all the old phrases 
were repeated with so sad a solemnity, and attended to 
by Mr. Hamilton with so contemptuous a frigidity, that 
I was obliged to take up a newspaper to hide my face. 
Miss Thrale ran out of the room ; Mr. Selwyn laughed 

till he could hardly hold his cards ; Captain W 

hallooed quite indecently; and Mr. Tidy shook all over 
as if he was in an ague : and yet the General never 
found it out. 



Miss F* Barney to Mr. Crisp. 

St. Martin's Street, Dec. 1779. 

My dearest Daddy, 

I have deferred writing from day to day, in ex- 
pectation of being able to fix some time for my long 
and most earnestly coveted visit to dear Chesington ; 
but my father's own movements have been so uncjertain, 
that I found it impossible to teaze him about fixing mine. 
At length, however, we have come to the point. He 
has desired me to sift for what room you have, and to 
sound as to convenience. Now I know the shortest 
way of doing this is by coming plump upon the 
question ; and, therefore, both to save myself the 
trouble of a long half-meaning, half-hinting, half-in- 
telligible rigmarole, and you the trouble of vague 
suspicions, and puzzling conjectures, I think the best 
method is plainly to say, that, in about ten days, he 
thinks he can come to Chesington, if, without difficulty, 
you can then accommodate him. 

Not one word has he yet said about the rest of the 
family ; but I know he means not to travel solus: and I 
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know, too, that it is not any secret to bim that I, for one, 
build upon accompanying him, as a thing of course* 

I am extremely gratified by your approbation of my 
journal. Miss Birch, I do assure yon, exists exactly 
such as I have described her. I never mix truth and 
fiction : all that I relate in journalising is strictly, nay 
plainly, fact. I never, in all my life, have been a sayerof 
the thing that is not ; and now I should be not only a 
knave but a fool also, in so doing, as I have other pur- 
poses for imaginary characters than filling letters with 
them. GHve me credit, therefore, on the score of 
interest^ and common sense, if not of principle. But, 
however, the world, and especially the Great world, is 
so filled with absurdity of various sorts, now bursting 
forth in impertinence, now in pomposity, now giggling 
in silliness, and now yawning in dullness, that there is 
no occasion for invention to draw what is strikinsrin 
every possible species of the ridiculous. 

I hope to be very comfortable with you, when 
I can get to you. I will bring you the little 
sketch I made of the heroine you seem to interest 
yourself in, and perhaps by your advice may again take 
her up, or finally let her rest. 

Adieu, dearest daddy ; kindest love to you from all 
quarters, — mostly from — 

F. B. 
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PART VII. 
178O. 

From Miss F. Burney to Mr. Crispi 

St. Martin's Street^ January 22nd^l780. 

My Dearest Daddy, 

As this sheet is but to contain a sequel of what I writ 
last, not to aspire at being regarded as a separate or 
answer-claiming letter, I shall proceed without fresh 
preamble. 

You make a comique kind of inquiry about my 
*' incessant and uncommon engagements," — Now, my 
dear daddy, this is an inquiry I feel rather small in 
answering, for I am sure you expect to hear something 
respectable in that sort of way, whereas I have nothing 
to enumerate that commands attention, or that will 
make a favourable report. For the truth is, my 
" uncommon '^ engagements have only been of the visit- 
ing system, and my "incessant^* ones only of the 
working party ; — for perpetual dress requires perpetual 
replenishment, and that replenishment actually occupies 
almost every moment I spend out of company. 

^' Fact ! fact !'' I assure you, — however paltry, ridicu- 
lous, or inconceivable it may sound. Caps, hats, and 
ribbons make, indeed, no venerable appearance upon 
paper; — ^no more do eating and drinking; — yet the one 
can no more be worn without being made, than the other 
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can be swallowed without being cooked ; and those who 
can neither pay milliners nor keep scullions, must 
either toil for themselves, or go capless and dinnerless. 
So if you are for a high-polished coifiparison, I'm your 
man! 

Now, instead of furbelows and gewgaws of this sort, 
my dear daddy probably expected to hear of duodecimos, 
octavos, or quartos ! — Helas ! I am sorry that is not the 
case, — ^but not one word, no, not one syllable did I 
write to any purpose, from the time you left me at 
Streatham, till Christmas, when I came home. But 
now I have something to communicate concerning which 
I must beg you to give me your opinion. 

As my play was settled in its silent suppression, I 
entreated my father to call on Mr. Sheridan, in order to 
prevent his expecting anything from me, as he had had 
a good right to do, from my having sent him a positive 
message that I should, in compliance with his exhorta- 
tions at Mrs. Cholmondeley's, try my fortune in the 
theatrical line, and send him a piece for this winter. 
My father did call, but found him not at home, neither 
did he happen to see him till about Christmas. He then 
acquainted him that what I had written had entirely 
dissatisfied me, and that I desired to decline for the 
present all attempts of that sort. 

Mr. Sheridan was pleased to express great concern, — 
nay more, to protest he would not accept my refusal. 
He begged ray father to tell me that he could take no 
denial to seeing what I had done — that I could be no 
liBur judge for myself — that he doubted not but it would 
please, but was glad I was not satisfied, as he had 
much rather see pieces before their authors were con- 
tented with them than afterwards, on account of sundry 
small changes always necessary to be made by the 
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managers, for theatrical purposes, and to which they 
were loth to submit when their writings were finished 
to their own approbation. In short, he said so much, 
that my father, ever easy to be worked upon, began to 
waver, and totd me he wished I would show the play 
Sheridan at once, 

This very much disconcerted me; I had taken a s( 
of disgnst to it, and was myself most earnestly desirous 
to let it die a (juiet death. I therefore cooled the affair 
as much as I conveniently could, and by evading from 
time to time the conversation, it was again sinking into 
its old state, — when again Mr. Sheridan saw my father, 
and asked his leave to call upon me himself. 

This could not be refused. 

Well, — I was now violently fidgeted, and began 
think of alterations, — and by setting my head to woi 
I have actually now written the fourth act from begin- 
ning to end, except one scene. — Mr. Sheridan, however, 
has not yet called, and I have ao little heartjn the 
affair, that I have now again quite dropt it. 

Such is the present situation of my politics. Now, 
wish you much to write me your private opinion what 
had best do in case of an emergency. Your letters are 
always sacred, so pray write with your usual sincerity 
and openness. I know you too well to fear your being. 
offended if things should be so managed that yi 
counsel cannot he followed ; it will, ot any rate, not 
thrown away, since it will be a fresh proof of yoi 
interest in my affairs and my little self. 

My notions I will also tell you ; they are (in ci 
Jmust produce this piece to the manager): — 
entirely omit all mention of the club ; — 

■o curtail the parts of Smatter and Dabbler as mi 

(possible; — 
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To restore to Censor his 5000/. and not trouble him 
even to offer it ; — 

To give a new friend to Cecilia, by whom her affairs 
shall be retrieved, and through whose means the 
catastrophe shall be brought to be happy ; — 

And to chanore the nature of Beaufoit^s connexions 
with Lady Smatter, in order to obviate the unlucky 
resemblance the adopted nephew bears to our female 
pride of literature. 

This is all I have at present thought of. And yet, if I 
am so allowed, even these thoughts shall all turn to 
nothing ; for I have so much more fear than hope, and 
anxiety than pleasure, in thinking at all of the theatre, 
that I believe my wisest way will be to shirk — which, if 
by evasive and sneaking means I can, I shall. 

Now concerning Admiral Jem ; — you have had all the 
accounts of him from my mother ; whether or not he has 
made any change in his situation we cannot tell. The 
Morning Post had yesterday this paragraph : — 

"We hear Lieutenant Burney has succeeded to the 
command of Capt. Clerke's ship.^' 

That this, as Miss Waldron said of her hair, is all a 
falsity, we are, however, certain, as Lord Sandwich has 
informed my father that the first lieutenant of poor Capt. 
Cook was promoted to the Discovery. Whether, how- 
ever, Jem has been made first lieutenant of the Resolu- 
tion, or whether that vacancy has been filled up by the 
second lieutenant of that ship, we are not informed. The 
letter from my admiral has not, it seems, been very clear, 
for I met the Hon. Capt. Walsingham last week on a 
visit, and he said he had been at court in the morning. 
" And the king," he continued, " said to me, ^ Why, I don't 
think you captains in the navy shine much in the literary 
way I^ 'No, sir,' answered I, 'but then, in return, no 



more do your Majesty's captains in the army' — ex- 
cept Burgoyne, I had a good mind to say ! — but I did 
not dare." 

1 shall give you some further particulars of my n 
ing this Capt. Walsingham in some future letter, as I 
was much pleased with him. 

I am sure you niusC have been grieved for poor Capl 
Cook.* How hardj after ao many dangers, so muct 
toil,— to die in ao shocking a manner — in an island bQ 
had himself discovered — among savages he had himself^ 
in his first visit to them, civilised and rendered kind 
and hospitable, and in pursuit of obtaining justice inl 
cause in which he had himself no interest, but zeal fol 
his other captain ! He was, besides, the most moderaM 
humane, and gentle circumnavigator who ever went oB 
upon discoveries; agreed the best with all the Indians 
and till this fatal time, never failed, however hostile thej 
met, to leave them his friends. 

Dr. Hunter, who called here lately, said that 1 
doubted not but Capt. Cook had trusted them too uai 
guardedly; for as he always had declared his opinio) 
that savages never committed murder without provocfti 
tion, he boldly went among them without precaution) 
for safety, a;::d paid for his incautious intrepidity wid 
his very valuable hfe. 

The Thrales are all tolerably well,— Mr. Thrale ! 
think and hope much better. I go to them very oftsitj 
and they come here certainly once every week, and Mn 
Thrale generally oftener, I have had some chaimin 
meetings at their house, which though in brief, I m 
enumerate. 

At the first the party was, Mr. Murphy, Mr. Sewaid 

• The nema of Captain Cook's melancholy death had jus 
td. It took place in the preceding February. 
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Mr« Evans^ Dr. Solander^ and Lady Ladd. Dr. John- 
son had not then settled in the borough. 

Mr. E\rans is a clergyman, very intimate with the 
Thrales, and a good-humoured and a sensible man. 

Dr. Solander, whom I never saw before, I found very 
sociable, full of talk, information, and entertainment* 
My father has very exactly named him, in calling him a 
philosophical gossip. 

The others you have heard of frequently. 

Mr. Murphy " made at me*^ immediately ; — he took a 
chair next mine, and would talk to me^ and to me only, 
almost all the day. He attacked me about my play, 
entreated me most earnestly to show him the rest of it, 
and made it many compliments. I told him that I had 
quite given it up — ^that I did not like it now it was done, 
and would not venture to try it, and therefore could not 
consent to show it. He quite flew at this — vowed I 
should not be its judge. 

" What !^^ cried he, '' condemn in this manner ! — give 
np such writing ! such dialogue ! such character ! No, 
it must not be. Shew it me — you shall show it me. If 
it wants a few stage-tricks trust it with me, and I will 
put them in. I have had a long experience 'in these 
matters. I know what the galleries will and will not 
bear. I will promise not to let it go out of my hands 
without engaging for its success.^' 

This, and much more he went on with in a low voice, 
obliging me by the nature of the subject to answer him 
in the same, and making everybody stare at the close- 
ness of our confab., which I believe was half its pleasure 
to him, for he loves mischievous fun as much as if he 
was but sixteen. 

While we were thus discoursing, Mr. Seward, who I am 
sure wondered at us, called out, ^* Miss Bumey, you don't 
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hear Dr. Solander." I then endeavoured to listen to him, 
and found he was giving a very particular account to the 
company of Captain Cook's appearance at Khamschatka 
— a subject which they naturallyimagined would interest 
me. And so indeed it did ; but it was in vain, for Mr, 
Murphy would not hear a word ; he continued talking to 
me in a whisper, and distracted my attention In such a 
manner that I heard both and understood neither 

Again, in a few minutes, Mr. Seward called ou^j 
" Misa Burney, you don't hear this ;" and yet my neigh- 
bour wouid not regard him, nor would allow that I 
should. Exhortation followed exhortation, and entreaty 
entreaty, till, almost out of patience, Mr. Seward a third 
time tsch 

"Why, Miss Burney, Dr. Solander is speaking 
your brother's ship." 

I was half ashamed, and half ready to laugh, 

"Ay," said Mrs, Thrale, "Mr. Murphy and Mil 
Burney are got to flirtation, so what care they for Cai 
tain Cook and Captain Gierke.' 

"Captain Cook and Captain Gierke?" repeated Mi 
Murphy, — " who mentioned them ?" 

Everybody laughed, 

"Who?" said Mrs. Thrale, "Why Dr. Solander 
been talking of them this hour." 

"Indeed!" exclaimed he, "why then its Miss Bl 
ney's fault: she has been talking to me alt this 
purpose to prevent my listening." 

Did you ever hear such assurance ? 

1 can writeno more particulars of my visit, as my let) 
is so monstrously long already ; but in conclusion. Dr. Sff^ 
lander invited the whole party to the Museum that day 
week, and Lady Ladd, who brought me home, invited us 
■\11 to dine with her after seeing it. This was by all ac- 
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cepted, and I will say something of it hereafter. I am 
Tery sorry I have forgot to ask for f ranks, and must not 
forget to ask your pardon. 

And so God bless you, my dear daddy ! and bless 
Mrs. Cast, Mrs. Ham, and Kitty, and do you say God 
bless 

Your ever loving and affectionate 

F. B. 



Mr. Crisp to Miss F. Bumey, 

Chesington, Feb. 23, 1780. 
My dear Fannikin, 

Our letters crossed each other. I did not receive 
yours till the day after mine was sent off, otherwise I 
should not have then omitted what you seemed to require 
— my notions on the subject of Mr. Sheridan'*s importu- 
nity. My great scruple all along has been the consider- 
ation of the great stake you are playing for, how much 
you have to lose, and how unequal your delicate and 
tender frame of mind would be to sustain the shock of 
a failure of success, should that be the case. You can't 
easily imagine how much it goes against me to say any- 
thing that looks like discouragement to a spirit already 
too diffident and apprehensive. Nothing but so rooted a 
regard for my Fannikin, and her peace and happiness, as 
I feel at this instant, could ever have prevailed on me to 
have used that freedom with her, which though all 
authors pretend to insist on from the friends they con- 
sult, yet ninety-nine out of a hundred are offended at; 
and not only so, but bear a secret grudge and enmity for 
the sincerity they have demanded, and in some measure 
extorted. I myself have met with and smarted for some 
instances of this kind ; but that shall not hinder me from 
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delivering my real sentiments to those I love when called 
upon, and particularly my own creature^ Pannikin^ for I 
think I know her generosity too well to suspect her of 
taking amiss what can proceed from no motive bat 
friendship and fidelity. 

Well, then, this is my idea. The play has wit enough 
and enough — but the story and the incidents don^t ap- 
pear to me interesting enough to seize and keep hold of 
the attention and eager expectations of the generality of 
audiences. This, to me^ is its capital defect. 

The oraissions.you propose are right, I think ; but how 
the business of the piece is to go on with such omissions 
and alterations as you mention, it is impossible for me to 
know. What you mean to leave out — the club and the 
larger share of Smatter and Dabbler — seems to have been 
the main subject of the play. Cecilia's loss and unex- 
pected restoration of her fortune, is not a new incident 
by any means; however, anything is preferable to Cen- 
sor's interfering in the business by his unaccountable 
generosity. 

Now, as to the very great importance, and indeed (to 
my thinking) the indispensable necessity, of an interesting 
plot or story, — let me recommend you to borrow or get 
from the circulating library, *' An Apology for the Life 
of Mr. Colley Cibber.'^ This book chance has thrown 
in my way since I last wrote to you ; and in running it 
over I very unexpectedly met with a full and copious de- 
tail of all my very thoughts on this subject, to a most 
minute exactness. The passage itself begins thus : — 

^^ Reader, by your leave, I will but just speak a word 
or two to any author that has not yet writ one word of 
his next play, and then I will come to the point again.** 

He then goes on, ending with these words, viz: — 

^^ I imagined these observations might convince some 
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future author^ of how great advantage a fable well 
planned must be, to a man of any tolemble genius/^ 

The echo of my sentiments of the matter for these 
forty years past! No man living was ever a better 
judge of stage interests and stage politics than Gibber. 

What to advise, I profess, I know not — only thus 
much : I should have a much greater deference for the 
opinion of Sheridan than of Murphy ; I take him in him- 
self to be much deeper ; and he is besides deeply inte- 
rested in the fate of whatever he brings forward on his 
own stage. Upon the whole, as he is so pressing to see 
what you have done, I should almost incline to con- 
sent. 

Your other daddy and madam were kind enough last 
Sunday to come on purpose from London to see me ; 
for which I think myself greatly obliged to them. They 
tell me of a delightful tour you are to make this autumn 
on the other side of the water, with Mr. and Mrs. Thrale, 
Dr. Johnson, Mr. Murphy, &c. Where will you find 
such another set ! O, Fanny, set this down as the 
happiest period of your life ; and when you come to be 
old and sick, and health and spirits are fled ^or the time 
may come), then live upon remembrance, an(> think that 
you have had your share of the good things of this 
world, and say, — For what I have received, the Lord make 
me thankful ! 

And now, my Fanny, let me hear from you soon the 

result of your theatrical councils ; also a continuation of 

your own other adventures, and likewise (what you have 

hitherto shirked me of) the Susannitical Journal of Bright- 

helmstone. 

Your loving daddy, 

S. C. 
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le.my dearest SusyJS 



Journal resumed. 

Sath, April?. — A thousand tbanke,my dearest SusjV< 
for your kind aud very satiiifactory letter. I bad, in- 
deed, been extremely anxious to hear of poor Pac- 
chierotti, for the account of his illness in the newspapers 
had alarmed me very much. You are very good for 
being so circumstantial. 1 long to hear of his more per- 
fect recovery, for, to use his own words, he has made 
himself an mterest in my regard more than for his pro- 
fession. Merely for the profession, never can I admire 
more passionately than 1 did Millico ; hut I now consi- 
der Pacchierotti as an estimable friend, and as such I 
value him sincerely and affectionately, and you, I think, 
my little Susanna, are in this also of "one mind" with 
me. 

Don't be angry that I have been absent so long witlf- 
out writing, for I have been so entirely without a mo- 
ment to myself, except for dressing, that I really have 
not had it in my power. This morning, being obliged to 
have ray hair dressed early, I am a prisoner, that I may 
not spoil it by a hat, and therefore I have made use of 
my captivity in writing to my dear Susy; and, briefly^ 
I will nowwchronicle what has occupied me hitherto. 

The journey was very comfortable; Mr. Th rale was 
charmingly well and in very good spirits, and Mrs. 
Thraie must be charming, well or ill. We only went to 
Maidenhead Bridge the first night, where I found the 
caution given me by Mr. Smelt, of not attempting to 
travel near Windsor on a hunting-day, was a very necea- 
sary one, as we were with difficulty accommodated even 
the day after the hunt; several stragglers yet retuainii^ 
at all the inns, and we heard of nothing but the king and' 
royal huntsmen and huntswomen. 
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The second day we slept at Speen Hill, and the third 
day we reached Devizes. 

And here, Mrs. Thrale and I were much pleased with 
our hostess, Mrs. Laurence, who seemed something 
above her station in her inn. While we were at cards 
before supper, we were much surprised by the sound of 
a piano-forte. I jumped up, and ran to listen whence it 
proceeded. I found it came from the next room, where 
the overture to the " Buona Figiiuola" was performing-. 
The playing was very deceiil, but as the music was not 
quite new to me, my curiosity was not who!e ages 
in satisfying, and therefore I returned to finish the 
rubber. 

Don't I begin to talk in an old-cattish manner of cards ? 

Well, another deal was hardly played, ere we heard 
the sound of a voice, and out I ran again. The singing, 
however, detained me not long, and so back I whisked : 
but the performance, however indiflerent in itself, yet 
surprised us at the Bear at Devizes, and therefore Mrs. 
Thiale determined to know from whom it came. Ac- 
cordingly, she tapped at the door. A very handsome 
girl, about thirteen years old, with tine dark hair upon a 
finely formed forehead, opened it. Mrs. Thrale made 
an apology for her intrusion, but the poor girl blushed 
and retreated into a comer of the room : another girl, 
however, advanced, and obligingly and gracefully invited 
us in, and gave us all chairs. She was just sixteen, ex- 
tremely pretty, and with a countenance better than her 
features, though those were also very good. Mrs. Thrale 
made her many compliments, which she received with a 
mingled modesty and pleasure, both becoming and in- 
teresting. She was, indeed, a sweetly pleasing girl. 

We found they were both daughters of our hostess, 
and born and bred at Devizes. We were extremely 
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pleased with them, and made them a long visit, which I 
wished to have been longer. But though those pretty 
girls struck us so much, the wonder of the £aunily was 
yet to be produced. This was their brother, a most 
lovely boy often years of age, who seems to be not merely 
the wonder of their family, but of the times, for his asto- 
nishing skill in drawing.* They protest he has never 
had any instruction, yet showed us some of his produc- 
tions that were really beautifuL Those that were copies 
were delightful — those of his own composition amazing, 
though far inferior. I was equally struck with the boy 
and his works. 

We found that he had been taken to town, and that 
all the painters had been very kind to him, and Sir 
Joshua Reynolds had pronounced him, the mother said, 
the most promising genius he had ever met with. Mr. 
Hoare has been so charmed with this sweet boy^s draw- 
ings that he intends sending him to Italy with his own 
son. 

This house was full of books, as well as paintings, 
drawings, and music ; and all the family seem not 'only 
ingenious and industrious, but amiable ; added to which, 
they are strikingly handsome. 

I hope we shall return the same road, that we may see 
them again. 

I forgot to mention that when we were at Reading, we 
walked to see Coley, the seat of Miss Thompsons, sisters- 
in-law of Sir Philip Jennings Gierke. The house is large, 
old fashioned, new vamped, and rambling, 

I shall now skip to our arrival at this beautiful city, 

which I really admire more than I did, if possible, when 

. I first saw it. -The houses are so elegant, the streets are 

* This boy was afterwards the celebrated painter, Sir Thomas 
Lawrence, President of the Royal Academy. 



1780] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. S05 

SO beautiful^ the prospects so enchanting, I could fill 
ivhole pages upon the general beauty of the place and 
country, but that I have neither time for myself, nor in- 
citement for you, as I know nothing tires so much as 
description* 

We alighted at York House, and Mrs. Thrale sent 
immediately to Sir Philip Jennings Gierke, who spent 
the Easter holidays here. He came instantly, with his 
\isual alacrity to oblige, and told us of lodgings upon 
the South Parade, whither in the afternoon we all hied, 
and Mr. Thrale immediately hired a house at the left 
corner. It was most deliciotisly situated ; we have mea- 
dows, hills, Prior park, " the soft-flowing Avon'^ — what- 
ever Nature has to offer, I think, always in our view. 
My room commands all these ; and more luxury for the 
eye I cannot form a notion of. 

We stayed that night, Friday, at York House, and Sir 
Philip Gierke supped with us, and came to breakfast the 
next .morning. I am quite sorry this Sir Philip is so 
violent and so wrong in his pohtical opinions and con- 
duct, for in private life he is all gentleness, good breed- 
ing, and friendliness. I was very sorry too when he left 
IIS, which he was obliged to do at noon, and to quit Bath 
the next day. 

Well — we spent Saturday morn in removing hither, 
and then immediately followed an engagement. It was 
to spend the afternoon with some relations of Mrs. T. 

The relations were Mrs. G , an ugly, proud old 

woman, but marvellous civil to me ; Mr. L y a sensible 

man of eighty-two, strong, healthy, and conversable asr 
he could have been at thirty-two ; his wife, a dull, muzzy 
old creature ; his sister, a ditto. 

Our afternoon was horribly wearying. 

When we came away, Mrs. Thrale ordered our chairs 
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to the playhouse ; Mr. Thrale would not accompany us. 
We were j ust in time for " The Padlock," which w«8 
almost as bad to me as the company I bad just left 
Yet the performers here are uncommonly good : some of 
them as good as almost any we have in town. 

Sunday. — We went to St. James's Church, heard a 
very indifferent preacher, and returned to read better 
sermons of our own choosing. 

In the evening we had again an engagement. This, 
however, was far more agreeable than our last. It was 
at Mrs. Lambert^s. Mrs. Lambert is a widow of Gene- 
ral Lambert, and a sister of Sir Philip Jennings. She is 
an easy, chatty, sensible woman of the world. 

There was a good deal of company ; among them, all 
that I much observed were two clergymen and a Miss 
Lewis. 

One of the clergymen was Mr. W , a young man 

who has a house on the Crescent, and is one of the best 
supporters of Lady Miller's vase at Bath Easton. He 
is immensely tall, thin, and handsome, but affected, de- 
licate, and sentimentally pathetic ; and his conversation 
about his own " feelings/' about ^^ amiable motives,'* and 
about the wind, which^ at the Crescent, he said in a tone 
of dying horror, ^^ blew in a manner really frightful l^ 
diverted me the whole evening. But Miss Thrale, not 
content with private diversion, laughed out at his expres- 
sions, till I am sure he perceived and understood her 
merriment. 

The young lady, Miss Lewis, is a daughter of the 
Dean of Ossory; she is very handsome, and mighty 
gay and giddy, half tonish, and half hoydenish; and 
every other word she utters is " Horrible 1*^ 

Well, I must now to Monday. 

In the morning Miss Gregory called ; she is here with 
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Mrs. Montagu. She made a long visit, and she brought 
me a very polite message from sweet Mr. Smelt's daugh- 
ter, Mrs. Cholmley, who had told Miss Gregory that 
ber father had written to charge her to get acquainted 
with me, in terms too civil to repeat ; and she was very 
vilUng, but did not know how. 

**And so," said Miss Gregory/*! told her I would 
ask you.*^ 

I begged her to give my respects to Mrs. Cholm- 
ley, and to tell her I should certainly wait upon her. 

In the evening we had company at home, — Mrs. Lam- 
bert, Miss Gregory, and Mrs. Montagu. 

Mrs. Montagu was in very good spirits, and extremely 
civil to me, taking my hand, and expressing herself well 
pleased that I had accompanied Mrs. Thrale hither* 
She was very flashy, and talked away all the evening; 
but Miss Gregory was as much disposed to talk herself^ 
and she took to me this night as she did to Mrs. Camp- 
bell at Mrs. Ord's, and therefore I could scarce hear a 
word that Mrs. Montagu said. 

Bath, April 9. — ^Tuesday morning we spent in walk- 
ing all over the town, viewing the beautiful Circus, the 
company-crowded Pump-room, and the exquisite Cres- 
cent, which, to all the excellence of architecture that 
adorns the Circus, adds all the delights of nature that 
beautify the Parades. We also made various visits, and 
I called upon Mrs. Cholraley, but was not admitted, 
and also upon Miss Bowdler, who was also invisible. We 
then went to Mrs. Lambert^s, where we again met Miss 
Lewis, and heard abundance of Bath chit-chat and newSji 
and were all invited for Friday to cards. I am, however, 
determined never to play but when we are quite 
alone, and a fourth is indispensably wanted. I have, 
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therefore, entreated Mrs. Thrale not to make known 
that I can. 

In the evening we went to the play, and saw "The 
School for Scandal" and "The Critic;" both of them 
admirably well acted, and extremely entertaining. 

Wednesday, in the morning, Miss Bowdler returned 
my visit: I was glad to see her, for old acquaintance 
sake. She does not look well, but is more agreeable than 
formerly, and seems to have thrown aside her pedantry 
and ostentatious display of knowledge ; and therefore as 
she is very sensible, and uncommonly cultivated, her 
conversation and company are very well worth seeking. 
I introduced her to Mrs. Thrale, wliich I saw wasagreat 
gratification, as she had long known her by fame, and 
wished mucli to be presented to her. 

We had much talk of Teignmouth, and I inquired 
about my old friend Mr. Crispen, who I find now lives 
at Clifton. 

Mrs. Thrale inquired of Miss Bowdler if she knew 
anything of Miss Cooper, and where she lived? And 
then Miss Bowdler, in a very respectful manner, begged 
permission to invite us all to meet Miss Cooper at her 
father's, for that very evening, as Mrs. Montagu was also 
engaged there ; and Mrs. Thrale, with her usual frank- 
ness and good-humour, accepted the invitation withoitt 
further ceremony. 

Accordingly^ in the afternoon we all went to All 
buildings, where Mr. Bowdler lives. He was not 
home, but his wife and two daughters did the honours. 

We found Mrs. Montagu, Miss Gregory, Miss Cooper, 
and Mrs. Sydney Lee already assembled. 

This Mrs. Sydney Lee is a maiden sister of the famous 
rebel General. She ia a very agreeable woman. 

Miss Cfioper you must have heard of: she is Miss 



ranit- 
tboitt I 

ot^H 
irs. I 



1780] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 309 

Streatfield^s darling friend, and a very amiable and gen- 
tle old maid. I have seen her twice at Streatham. 

Mrs. Bowdler is very sensible and intelligent, and 
my namesake was very rational and entertaining. 

Mrs. Montagu and Mrs. Thmle both flashed away ad- 
mirably ; but I was again engrossed by Miss Gregory, 
who raved of nothing but Mr. Seward. 

When we returned home I found a note from Mrs. 
Cholmley, the most elegantly civil that ever was 
written, apologising for not having called upon me on 
account of her indifferent state of health, expressing her 
desire to be known to a daughter of Dr. Bumey, for 
whom, she says, she must ever retain the highest esteem 
and respect, and inviting me to meet Mrs. Montagu on 
Friday. 

I was already engaged to a large party at Mrs. Lam- 
bert's, but my kind Mrs. Thrale, perceiving which way 
my inclination led, undertook to make my apologies for 
the beginning of the evening, and to allow m^ to join 
her after my own visit was paid. I therefore wrote 
my thanks to Mrs. Cholmley, and accepted her invita- 
tion. 

Thursday. — The kindness of this family seems daily 
to increase towards me; not indeed that of Mrs. Thrale, 
for it cannot, so sweetly and delightfully she keeps it up ; 
she has not left herself power to do more ; — but Mr. 
Thrale evidently interests himself more and more about 
me weekly — as does his fair daughter. 

This morning a milliner was ordered to bring whatever 
she had to recommend, I believe, to our habitation, and 
Mr. Thrale bid his wife and daughter take what they 
wanted, and send him the account. 

But not content with this, he charged me to do the 
same. You may imagine if I did. However, finding 
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me refractory, he absolutely insisted upon presenting me 
"with a complete suit of gauze lino, and that in a man- 
ner that showed me a refusal would greatly disoblige 
him. And then he very gravely desired me to have 
whatever I pleased at any time, and to have it added to 
his account. And so sincere I know him to be, that I 
am sure he would be rather pleased than surprised if I 
should run him up a new bill at this'woman^s. He would 
fain have persuaded me to have taken abundance of 
other thingsj and Mrs. Thrale seemed more gratified than 
with what he did for herself. Tell my dear father all 
this. 

Dr. Woodward called this morning. He is a physi- 
cian here, and a chatty agreeable man. 

At dinner, we had Dr. Harrington, another physician, 
and my father's friend and correspondent, upon whose 
account he was excessively civil to me. He is very sen- 
sible, keen, quiet, and well-bred. 

In the evening we were all engaged to the Belvidere, 
to visit Mrs. Byron, who arrived at Bath two days be- 
fore. 

The Belvidere is a most beautiful spot ; it is on a high 
hill, at one of the extremities of the town, of which, as 
of the Avon and all the adjacent country, it commands a 
view that is quite enchanting. 

Poor Mrs. Byron is very far from well, though already 
better than when I last saw her in town ; but her charm- 
ing spirits never fail her, and she rattled and shone away 
with all the fire and brilliancy of vigorous health. Au- 
gusta is much improved in her person, but preserves the 
same engaging simplicity of manners that distinguished 
her at Brightliehnstone. She was quite overjoyed at 
meeting me, and talked quite in raptures of renewing our 
acquaintance and seeing me often. I never hardly met 
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with so artless an enthusiasm for what she loves as in 
this fair Augusta, whom I must love in return, whether I 
will or not. 

In our way home we stopped at the theatre^ and saw 
the farce of the ** Two Misers" — wretched, wretched 
stuff indeed ! 

Friday. — In the evening I had to make my first visit to 
Mi's. Cholmley, and a most formidable business it was, 
for she had had company to dinner, and a formal circle was 
already formed when my name was announced ; added 
to which, as I knew not the lady of the house from her 
guests, you may imagine I entered the room without as- 
tonishing the company by my brass. Mrs. Cholm- 
ley made it as little awkward as she could to me, by 
meeting me almost at the door. She received me in a 
most elegant manner, making all sorts of polite speeches 
about my goodness in making the first visits and so forth. 
She seems very gentle and well-bred, and perfectly 
amiable in character and disposition. 

The party I found assembled was Mrs. Montagu, 
Mrs. Poyntz, a relation of Lady Spencer, Miss Gregory, 
Lord Mulgrave, Hon. Augustus Phipps, Sir Cornwallis 
Maud, Mr. Cholmley, Miss Ann Cholmley, and one or 
two more that I did not hear named. 

Mrs. Cholmley very obligingly placed me between 
herself and Miss Gregory, who is now become the most 
intimate acquaintance I have here, and I find her far 
more agreeable than I believed she could have been. 
Mrs* Cholmley and I talked of nothing but our fathers ; 
fihe told me I could not have more affection and re- 
spect for her father than she had for mine ; and I told 
her that if we should make any acquaintance with each 
other, I hoped nothing but good would come of it, for 
no connexion ever had a more dutiful foundation ; and 
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then we went on, she praising Dr. Burney, and I Mr. 
Smelt, till our party lessened, and all the gentlemen were 
gone. 

Mrs. Poyntz, then, who had been at our side of the 
room, went over to Mrs. Montagu, who whispered her, 
and looked towards me. 

'* Ay," said Miss Gregory, " Mrs. Montagu has just 
now, I believe, found out Miss Burney." 

" Yes,^^ said Mrs. Montagu, smiling at me, " I never 
knew her till this moment; but it was very cruel in you, 
Miss Gregory, to let me remain so long in ignorance ; 
you know I cannot see anybody three yards off. I asked 
my Lord Mulgrave who it was, but he could not tell me; 
and I asked Sir Cornwallis, but he did not know ; at 
last Mrs. Poyntz informed me.^ 

By the way, that Mrs. Poyntz is a very sensible old 
gentlewoman. Of Lord Mulgrave and Sir Cornwallis 
I saw too little to speak. 

I was obliged now to take my own leave ; and Mrs. 
Montagu, when I was departing, arose and followed me, 
and took my hand, and inquired earnestly concerning 
Mr. Thrale, who is a great favourite with her, and was 
all graciousness to me: and Mrs. Cholmley made 
me promise to repeat my visit ; and all did wondrous 
well. 

Mr. Cholmley handed me to the chair, and I then 
proceeded to Mrs. Lambert^s. Here I found two rooms 
with company : whist players in one, and a commerce 
party in the other. Fortunately, I escaped the latter by 
being very late. Among the folks were the Dean of 
Ossory, who is a well-bred gentlemanlike dean, Mrs. 
Lewis, his wife, a very civil woman, and his daughter, 
&c. 

When I had given an account of my preceding visit 
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to my own friends, Mrs. Lambert made me sit next her^ 
for she did not play herself, and we had some very com- 
fortable talk till the commerce table broke up, and then 
a certain Miss Wilhs came to my other side, and entered 
into conversation with me very facetiously. A mighty 
good-natured, foolish girl. 

While we were prating, Mr. E , the clergyman I 

have mentioned before, joined us, and told Miss Willis 
how to call herself in Latin. 

** Go," said he, " to your father, and say ' How do you 
do, Mr. Voluntas-est V ^^ 

This conceited absurdity diverted her and Miss Lewis 
amazingly. 

. " But, dear !" she cried, "it's so long I shan't remem- 
ber it. I do think Latin words sound very odd, I dare 
say. Miss Burney, you know Latin very well ?" 

I assured her to the contrary. 

"Well,'' said the little fool, '' I know one word.'* 

" Do you ? pray what is it V 

*' Why, it's cogitabunfl. It's a very droll word." 
# ♦ # * ♦ 

Monday. — Lord Mulgrave, Augustus Phipps, Miss 
Cooper, Dr. Harrington, and Dr. Woodward dined with 
us. 

I like Lord Mulgrave very much. He has more wit, 
and a greater readiness of repartee, than any man I have 
met with this age. During dinner he was all brilliancy, 
but I drew myself into a little scrape with him, from 
which I much wanted some of his wit to extricate my- 
self. Mrs. Thrale was speaking of the House of Com- 
mons, and lamenting that she had never heard any de- 
bates there. 

" And now,'^ said she, *' I cannot, for this General 
Johnson has turned us all out most barbarously." 
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"General Johnson ?^^ repeated Lord Mulgraye. 

" Ay, or colonel — I don't know what the man was, 
but I know he was no man of gallantry/' 

" Whatever he was,'' said his lordship, *' I hope he 
was a land oflicer/' 

" I hope so too, my lord," said she. 

" No, no, no," cried Mr. Thrale, " it was Commodore 
Johnson." 

"That's bad, indeed!" said Lord Mulgrave, laughing. 
" I thought, by his manners, he had belonged to the 
army." 

" True/' said I : "they were hardly polished enough 
for the sea." 

This I said a demirvoixj and meant only for Mrs. 
Thrale ; but Lord Mulgrave heard and drew up upon 
them, and pointing his finger at me with a threatening 
air, exclaimed, 

"Don't you speak, Miss Burney? What's this, in- 
deed ?" 

They all stared, and to be sure I rouged pretty high. 

"I did not expect this from you," continued he, 
" but take care ! I shall tell you of it a twelvemonth 
hence !" 

I could not, at the moment, understand him, but I 
afterwards found he was thinking of poor Jem, and 
meant to threaten me with putting the quarrel into his 
hands. And so, for more reasons than one, I only an- 
swered by laughing. 

" Miss Burney," said Mrs. Thrale, " should be more 
respectful to be sure, for she has a brother at sea her- 
self." 

" I know it," said he, " and for all her, we shall see 
him come back from Kamschatka as polished a beau as 
any he will find." 
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Poor Jem! God send him safe back, polished or 
rough. 

Lord Molgrave's brother Edmund is just entered into 
the army. 

" He told me t'other day," said his lordship, " that he 
did not like the thoughts of being a parson. 

" ' Very well/ said I, * you are old enough to choose 
for yourself; what will you be then 7 

** ' Why a soldier/ says he. 

'* ^ A soldier ? will you so ? Why then the best thing 
you can do is to embark with your brother Henry imme- 
diately, for you won't know what to do in a regiment by 
yourself.' Well, no sooner said than done ! Henry 
was just going to the West Indies in Lord Harrington's 
regiment, and Edmund ordered a chaise, and drove to 
Portsmouth after him. The whole was settled in half 
an hour." 

Curious enough. But I am sorry Edmund has taken 
this freak. He is an amiable young man, and I had 
rather he had kept clear of this fighting system, and 
*' things of that sort." 

In the evening, we had our company enlarged. Mrs. 
Montagu came first, and was followed by Miss Gre- 
gory, Mrs. Sydney Lee, Mrs. Bowdler, and Fanny 
Bowdler. 

While I made tea. Lord Mulgrave sat next to me, 
and with a comical mock resentment told me he had 
not yet foi^ven me for that sneer at his profession. 

" However/' he added, " if I can be of any use to 
you here at the tea-table, out of neighbourly charity, I 
will.^' 

I declined his ofier with thanks, but when I was put- 
ting away the tea-chest, 
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," he cried, taking it from me, " cannot I put 
down ? am I not polished enough for that V 

And afterwards, upon other similar opportuaities, 
said, 

" So you are quite determined not to trust me ?" 

Wednesday. — I received Charlotte's most agreeable 
account of Edward's stained drawings from "Evelina," 
and 1 am much delighted that he means them for the 
Exhibition, and that we shall thus show off together. 
His notion of putting a portrait of Dr. Johnson into Mr. 
VilUrs's parlour was charming. I shall tell the doctor 
of it in my next letter, for he makes me write to Mm, 

In the evening we had Mrs. Lambert, who brought 
a tale, called "Edwyand Edildii," by the sentiment 

Mr. W , and unreadably soft, and tender, and sei 

less is it. 

Thursday Morning, April 13. — I am now come 
the present time, and will try, however brief, to be 
lerably punctual. 

Dr. Johnson has sent a bitter reproach to Mrs.Thrale 
of my not writing to him, for he has not yet received a 
scrawl I have sent him. He says Dr. Barnard, the pro- 
vost of Eton, has been singing the praises of my book, 
and that old Dr. Lawrence has read it tlirough three 
times within this last month ! 1 am afraid he will pass 
for being superannuated for his pains ! 

" But don't tell Burney this," adds Dr. Johnson, " 
cause she will not write to mc, and values me no m< 
than if I were a Branghton !" 

Our party to-night at the Dean of Ossory'a has by 
means proved enchanting, yet Mrs. Montagu was thei 
and Hoare, the painter, and the agreeable Mrs. 
bert. But I was unfortunate enough not to hear 
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word from any of tlieni, by being pestered with witlings 
all the night. 

First I was seated next the eldest Miss L , not 

the pretty girl I have mentioiiedj Charlotte, who is the 

second daughter. This Miss L is very heavy and 

tiresome, though she was pleased to promise to call 
upon me, and to cultivate accjuaintance with me, in most 
civil terms. 

This was my fag till after tea, and then Mr. E 

joined us; I have always endeavoured to shirk this gen- 
tleman, who is about as entertaining and as wise as poor 
Mr. Pugh, but for whom not having the same regard, I 
have pretty soon enough of him ; and so, as I rather 
turned away, he attacked Miss L , and I spent an- 
other half-hour in hearing them. 

After this, he aimed at me downright, inquiring if I 
had been at Bath before, and so forth, and a mighty in- 
sipid discourse ensued. 

This lasted till Miss L proposed a"miss" party 

in the next room. Accordingly, off we moved; Miss 
Gregory went first, and I was following, when she ran 
back, and said the Dean was there writing. I would 
then also have made off, but he came out after us, and 
taking my hand, would lead me into his hbrary, protest- 
ing he bad just sealed his letter. And then the other 

misses followed, and that wearisome Mr. E , and 

another young man yet sillier. 

The dean is very musical, and was much disappointed, 
I believe, that I did not play to him. However, we had 
a good deal of talk together, and he promised to contrive 
for me a hearing of Miss Guest, a lady whose pianoforte 
playing I have heard extolled by all here, and whom I 
shall be much obliged to him for meeting with, 

Soon after he went to da the party in the next room. 
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And then two hours, I believe, were consumed in the 
most insipid manner possible. I will give you a speci- 
men, though, to judge of. 

Mr. E. — " I never had the pleasure of being in company 
with Mrs. Montagu before — I was quite pleased at 
it.'^ 

And yet the booby could not stay where she was ! 

'* Mrs. Montagu! let^s see,'* he continued, '^pray, 
Miss Burney, did she not write ' Shakspeare Moral- 
ised T '' 

I simpered a little, I believe, but turned to Miss Gre- 
gory to make the answer. 

" No, sir,*^ said she, " only an ^ Essay on the Genius of 
Shakspeare.' '* 

^^ I think," said this wight, *^ nobody must have so 
much pleasure at a play as Mrs. Montagu, if it^s well 
done ; if not, nobody must suffer so much, for that^s 
the worst of too much knowledge, it makes people so 
difficult.^^ 

^' Ay, that is to say,*' said the other wiseacre, " that 
the more wisdom, the less happiness.^ 

'' That's all the better,'^ said Miss L , '' for there 

are more people in the world ignorant than wise." 

"Very true,^^ said Mr. E ; ^^for, as Pope says, 

* If ignorance is bliss, 
'Tis folly to be wise.' " 

Pope says ! Did you ever hear such witlings ? 

But I won't write a word more about the evening — it 

was very stupid, and thafs enough. 

# # * # • 

We see Mrs. Montagu very often, and I have already 
spent six evenings with her at various houses. 

I am very glad at this opportunity of seeing so much 
of her ; for, allowing a little for parade and ostentation, 
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which her power in wealth, and rank in literature, offer 
some excuse for, her conversation is very agreeable ; she 
is always reasonable and sensible, and sometimes in« 
structiye and entertaining; and I think of our Mrs. 
Thrale, we may say the very reverse, for she is always 
entertaining and instructive, and sometimes reasonable 
and sensible; and I write this because she is just now 
looking over me — ^not but what I think it too ! 



Mr. Crisp to Miss F, Bumey. 

April 27, 178Q. 

My dear Pannikin, 
I am very glad you are now vnth the Thrales, in the 
midst of the Bath circle. Your time could not be better 
employed, for all your St. Martin's daddy wanted to 
retain you for some other purpose. You are now at 
school, the great school of the world, where swarms of 
new ideas and new chamcters will continually present 
themselves before you, 

" which you'll draw in, 
As we do air, fast as *tis ministered !" 

My sister Gast, in her younger days, was a great 
favourite with an old lady who was a particular crony 
and intimate of old Sarah Marlborough, who, though 
much of the jade, had undoubtedly very strong parts, 
and was indeed remarkably clever. When Mrs. Hinde 
(the old lady) would sometimes talk to her about books, 
she'd cry out, " Prithee, don^t talk to me about books ; 
I never read any books but men and cards !" But let 
anybody read her book, and then tell me if she did not 
draw characters with as masterly a hand as Sir Joshua 
Reynolds. 

The portion you allowed me of your Tunbridge and 
Brighton Journal I sucked in with much pleasure and 
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avidity. Why, you have begun already, and make good 
what I have said above — you take down whatever you 
see. Sophy Streatfield's mother is a character entirely 
new, and strongly marked. I pronounce it to be like, 
and though to a degree uncommon, is natural. 

I am glad the Attorney-General is a Scotchman, for I 
have heard it is a settled observation, that the Scotch, 
though deeply learned, great lawyers, great philosophers, 
physicians, historians, mathematicians, &c., are re- 
markable for having no turn, neither talents nor relish, 
for humour. Does not one of the letters in Swift^s 
works speak of some bishop who was a* Scot, and when 
asked his opinion of Gulliver's Travels, wondered how 
people could read such a heap of nonsensical, improbable 
lies? I hope Mr. Wedderburne is a better judge of law 
than of satire and ridicule, or the Lord have mercy on the 
suitors in the Court of Common Pleas ! 

Mrs. Montagu, too ! How it flatters me to have my 
idea of her, formed above thirty years ago, confirmed by 
this instance. 

I believe I have told you of several letters the Duchess 
of Portland showed me of hers formerly (for I had no 
acquaintance. with herself)^ so full of affectation, refine- 
ment, attempts to philosophise, talking metaphysics — ^ia 
all which particulars she so bewildered and puzzled 
herself and her readers, and showed herself so superficial, 
nay, really ignorant in the subjects she paraded on — that, 
in ray own private mind's pocket-book, I set her down 
for a vain, empty, conceited pretender, and little else. 
I know I am now treading on tender ground ; therefore 
mum for your life, or rather for my life. Were Mrs. 
Thrale to know of my presumption, and that I dare to 
"^ent such desperate treason to her playmate, what would 
ihe say to me ? 
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You take no notice of several particulars I want to 
hear of. Your unbeautiful, clever heroine, beset all 
round for the sake of her great fortune — what is become 
of her? I am persuaded sheM make her own fortune, 
whatever were the fate of her hunters. The idea is new 
and striking, and presents a large field for unhackneyed 
characters, observations, subjects for satire and ridicule, 
and numberless advantages you'd meet with by walking 
in such an untrodden path. 

Have you yet met with CoUey Gibber, and read the 
passage I recommended to you ? 

I can^t say I am sorry your affair with Mr. Sheridan is 
at present at a stand. In the meantime, the refusal 
coming from yourself, and not the manager, tells highly 
in your favour : your coyness will tend to enhance your 
fame greatly in public opinion. 

'* 'Tis expectation makes the blessing dear 1*' 

Your loving daddy, 

S.C. 



Journal resumed. 

Bath, Friday. —This evening we have all been at 
Mrs. Montagu's, where we met Mrs. and Miss Bowdler, 
Lord Mulgrave, Mr. Cholmley, and Miss Cooper. Miss 
Gregory, of course. Poor Mrs. Cholmley never ventures 
out of her own house in an evening, as her health is ex- 
tremely delicate. 

We had a very entertaining evening, for Mrs. Montagu, 
Mrs. Thrale, and Lord Mulgrave talked all the talk, and 
talked it so well, no one else had a wish beyond hearing 
them. 

Just before we came away. Miss Bowdler, who had 
been seated so far from me that I bad not once spoken 
with her, crossed over to me, and said, 
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" I have been longiag ibis great wliile to get to y( 
but could not bear to cross the circle ; but there is 
lady now at Bath, an acquaintance of miae, who wishes 
most eagerly to be an acquaintance of yours. She is a 
relation of Mr, Crisp." 

" Mr. Crisp?" exclaimed I. " Don't you mean 
Crispen?" 

"No, Mr. Crisp!" repeated she; "and this Ii 
wishes to see you so much." 

" Oh, so do I to see her," quoth I, " if she is a relatii 
of Mr. Crisp!" 

"I have promised," continued she, "to endeavour 
to introduce her to you : will you, thereforCj, be so good 
as to meet her at my house ?" 

" Oh, with the gieatest pleasure in the world, at ai 
time you please!" 

" She has heard a great deal of you, and has eii 
some of your letters, and is so impatient that the 
moment you can spare — " 

We then Immediately settled next Monday inornii 
when I shall breakfast with them. 

I am much delighted with the prospect of seei 
a relation of my beloved daddy; but I am verj' 
much concerned, nay, and hurt, and half angry, that 
this lady, whose name it seems is Leigh, should have 
seen any of my letters. It is not fair, and I am sure ' 
is not pleasant; however, I shall write to Chesinj 
about it. 

I have one packet ready for him, which I shall seni 
to-morrow. I dare not scold in that, because I am so 
much in arrears, I have not assurance ; but when I get 
outof that shame I shall at both him and Mrs. 
whom I believe to be an accomplice. 

Saturday. — We walked in the beautiful mei 
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round tlie city all the morning, and went to drink tea 
with the ugly Mrs, C in the evening. 

But no more of the beauty of meadows, or ugliness of 
poor old women, for I must now speak, and thank you 
(I would, if I knew how,) for your very delightful 
packet, with the account of Rinaldo. You do very well 
to compassionate me for missing such a rehearsal — I was 
half moped in reading it ; yet your relation, my dearest 
Susy, is the very next best thing to having been there, 
because it is so circumstantial, so warm, and so full of 
feeling. Oh that I could but have been with you! 
Pacchierotti'a having so much to do in the cantabile style 
is just what I have always wished, and I was almost 
thrilled only with your account of his energy, and fire, 
and exertion in his last song. Oh that I could but have 
heard him ! Do, pray, tell him how much I repine at my 
unfortunate absence. 

April 29th. — It is such an age since I have written, 
that had I not kept memorandums in my tablets, I could 
not possibly give any account of our proceedings. 

But I shall begin where I left off, with again thanking 
you for your long relation of sweet Pacchierotti's visit 
after his illness, and for your design of making him 
begin his X^ilei mr-le-champ : but in truth, I'm a little 
disappointed that he makes me wait so long. It will be 
very goodnatured in you to teaze him for me; but of all 
things I desire you not to help him; for much as I love your 
letters, I hate even Garrick thus at second hand, and 
would not give a fig a-dozen for compilations of that sort. 
His note to Sheridan made me laugh, yet it much sur- 
prised me. — O these Italians! no meekness can guard 
them from the rage of revenge ; yet I do most firmly 
believe nothing but almost intolerable ill-usage would 
provoke it in our Pac. 

T 2 
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You managed very kindly for me in what you pro« 
duced of my letter to him ; and I wonder, indeed, in 
whaty if yon managed at all, you would not manage 
kindly for me. I am rather disappointed by your 
character of Miss Hanrop ; but the description of the 
benefit and the crowd diverted me so much, that I read 
it in public, and it merryfied us aU* 

Now back to mv memorandums. 

Sunday. — ^We had Mrs. Byron and Augusta, and 
Mrs. Lee^ to spend the afternoon. Augusta opened her 
whole heart to me, as we sat together, and told me 
all the affairs of her family. Her brother. Captain 
George Byron, is lately returned from the West Indies^ 
and has brought a wife with him from Barbadoes, 
though he was there only three weeks, and knew not 
this girl he has married till ten days before he left it ! — 
a pleasant circumstance for this proud family ! 

Poor Mrs. Byron seems destined for mortification and 
humiliation ; yet such is her native fire, and so wonder- 
ful are her spirits, that she bears up against all calamity, 
and though half mad one day with sorrow and vexation, 
is fit the next to entertain an assembly of company ;— * 
and so to entertain them as to make the happiest person 
in the company, by comparison with herself, seem sad. 

Augusta is a very amiably ingenuous girl, and I love 
her the more for her love of her sisters : she talked to me 
of them all, but chiefly of Sophia, the youngest next to 
herself, but who, having an independent fortune, has 
quarrelled with her mother, and lives with one of her 
sisters, Mrs. Byron, who married a first cousin, and son 
of Lord Byron. 

"Ah, Miss Bumcy," she says continually, *^ if you 
knew Sophy, you would never bear me ! she is so much 
better than I am, — and so handsome, and so- good, and 
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SO clever, — and I used to talk to her of you by the hour 
together. She longs so to know you ! ^ Come/ she says, 
'now tell me something more about your darUng, Miss 
Bumey/ But I ought to hope you may never see her, 
for if you did I should be so jealous !" 

You wish to hear more of Mrs. Sydney Lee^ but 
Augusta so entirely occupied me^ that I could talk to no 
one else. But it was an odd sort of meeting between the 
sister of the rebel general, and the wife of the king's 
admiral ! Mrs. Lee corresponds with her brother, and 
had a letter from him not long since, — almost torn, she 
says, to pieces, it had been so often opened and read in 
its voyage and journey. 

Monday. — According to my appointment I break- 
fasted at the Bowdlers'. I was immediately intro- 
duced to my daddy's cousin. Miss Leigh. She is a tall, 
pretty, elegant girl, very sensible in her conversation, and 
very gentle and pleasing in her manners. I went pre- 
pared to like her for Mr. Crisp's sake, and I came 
away forced to like her for her own. 

She came up to me in a very flattering manner, to tell 
me how much she had wished to make the acquaintance, 
and so forth : and then I told her how happy I was to 
see a relation of Mr. Crisp. 

" What Mr. Crisp is it ?" cried Mrs. Bowdler ; ** is it 
Sam?^ 

" Yes, ma'am," said I, staring at her familiarity. 

" What !" cried she again, " do you know little Sam 
Crisp?'' 

" I don't know for little," returned I, much surprised ; 
" but he is the most intimate friend I have in the world, 
and the dearest. Do you know him then ?" 

^^ Do I ? — ^yes, very well ; I have known little Sam 
Crisp this long while." 
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" I can't imagine," cried I, half affronted at her inai 
net of naming him, "why you should so 'little' him; ] 
know not any one thing in the world in which he i 
little, — neither in head, nor heart, — neither in uadei 
standing, person, talents, nor mind." 

" I fancy, ma'am," said Miss Leigh, " you 1 
mean the Mr. Crisp Miss Bumey does." 

" I mean Sam Crisp," said she, " the Greennici 
Traveller." 

This appeased me, — and we cleared up the mistake 
But Mrs. Bowdler, though a very clever woman, is not* 
very delicate one. For, after this, Miss F. Bowdler had 
a letter brought her, — and presently read aloud from it, 
" I long extremely to know Miss Burney, — I hope shfrB 
will not leave Bath till I return," 

" Pray," said I, " may I ask who that is from V 

" From my sister Harriet," answered she. 

" Yes," bolted out Mrs. Bowdler, " Harriet ia one 4 
the greatest admirers of Evelina.' " 

These sort of abrupt speeches from people one hardly^ 
knows, are amazingly disagreeable : and Fanny Bowd- 
ler and MisB Leigh looked almost as awkward as my 
eelf. 

The rest of the visit was almost wholly devoted to tl 
praise of Mr. Crisp and Mrs. Gast; Miss Leigh adore^ 
Mrs. Gast, and so the brother and the sister were in 
good hands. She lives here with her mother, from whom 
she brought me many kind speeches, and whom I readily 
promised to wait upon. 

This evening, the only one since we (;ame, we spent a 
home without company. 

Tuesday. — We all went to Mrs. Bowdler's 

Mr. Bowdler, a very worthy, extremely 1 
(much less than Sam Crisp, 1 assure you, Mrs. Bowdl^ 
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appeared to-day; but only appeared, for he was shy, 
and Bpoke not. I have neglected to mention that the 
eldest Misa Bowdler, by a dreadful cold, has quite lost 
her voice — lost all possible power of speech ! I never 
heard of so extraordinary or so horrible a circumstance ; 
she has been wholly dumb for three years. She seems 
perfectly resigned, and very mild and patient; but it is 
really painful to be io a room with her. 

Besides their own family, we met Mr. Jerningham, 
the poet, I have lately been reading his poems, if 
his they may be caSled. He seems a mighty delicate 
gentleman ; looks to be painted, and is all daintification 
in manner, speech, and dress. 

The rest of the company I shall not trouble you with 
mentioning, save Miss Leigh, who sat next me, and filled 
up all the evening with hearing of Mr. Crisp, and talking 
of Mrs. Gast, except what was given to attending to 
Mr. Jerningham's singing to his own accompaniment 
upon the harp. He has about as much voice as Sacchini, 
and very sweet toned, though very English ; and he sung 
and played with a fineness that somewhat resembled the 
raan we looked at at Piozzi's benefit ; for it required a 
painful attention to hear him. And while he sings, he 
looks the gentlest of all dying Corydons ! 

Oh, what must he have thought of Mrs. Bowdler, who, 
when he was trying to recollect an air from the " Her- 
mit," called out, 

" Pray, Mr. Jerningham, can't you sing us some of 
your own poetry?" 

I really feared he would have fainted away at so gross 
a question ; but, to my great relief, 1 observed he only 
looked down and smiled. 

Wednesday. — At the desire of Miss F. Bowdler, we 
,all went to the play, to see an actress she ia doatingiy 
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fond of, Mrs. Siddons, in "Belvidera;" bul instead 
falling iu love with her, we fell in love witb Mr. LeQ 
who played Pierre — and so well ! I did not believe sucb 
an actor existed now our dear Garrick is gone ; a better, 
except Garrick, never did I see — nor any one nearly 
equal to him — for sense, animation, looks, voice, gnti 
— Oh, for everything the part would admit — ^heis indt 
delightful. 

Augusta Byron and Miss Gregory were of onr pe; 
They are both so much my friends, that they made 
divide the evening between them. 

In the evening we had Mrs. L , a fat, round, pant- 
ing, short-breathed old widow ; and her daughter, a 
fubsy, good-humoured, laughing, silly, merry old maid. 
They are rich folks, and live together very comfortably, 
and the daughter sings — not in your fine Italian taste ! 
no, that she and her mother agree to hold very cheap—' 
but all about Daphne, aud Chloe, and Damon, and PI 
lis, and Jockey ! 

Friday. — In the morning, to my great concern, Loi 
Mulgrave called to take leave. He takes away with hi 
more wit than he leaves behind him in all Bath, excej 
what is lodged with Mrs. Thrale. As to Mrs. Montagu, 
she reasons well, and harangues well, but wit she has 
□one. Mrs. Thrale has almost: too much ; for when she 
is in spirits, it bursts forth in a torrent almost overwheh 
ing. All ! 'tis a fault she has as much to herself as 
virtues ! 

Mrs. Cholmley was so kind as to call this morning, 
and as I happened to be alone, we had a very comfortable 
chat together, and then Mrs. Thrale came in, and I had 
the pleasure of introducing them to each other. She is 
a woman of as much real delicacy as Mr. Jerningham 
(whom Lord Mulgrave calls a pink and white poet — for 
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not only his cheeks^ but bis coat is pink) is a man of 
affected delicacy. 

In the evening we went to visit Mrs. K . 

Mrs. K is a Welsh lady, of immense fortune, who 

has a house in the Crescent, and lives in a mostmagnifi* 

cent style. She is about fifty, very good-humoured, 

well-bred* and civil, and her waist does not measure 

above a hogshead. She is not very deep, I must own ; 

but what of that ? If all were wits, where would be the 

admirers at them ? 

She received me very graciously, having particularly 

desired Mrs. Thrale to bring me : for she is an invalid, 

and makes no visits herself. She told me she knew my 

uncle at Shrewsbury very well. 

'* And pray, ma'am,^^ says she, *^how does Dr. Bumey 
dor 

*' Very well," I thanked her. 

** Do you know Dr. Bumey, ma'am V said Mr. 
Thrale. 

" No, sir, but I know his book. I think it's vastly 
pretty.^' 

" Why, yes, ma'am," said Mrs. Thrale, '* Dr. Bumey 
has found out the art of making all people like both him 
and his book.'' 

It is comical enough to see how she is always provoked 
at hearing these underlings praise him. She is ready to 
kill them for liking him, and has a whimsical notion that 
their applause degrades him. 

*' Yes, ma'am," answered Mrs. K , ^* and there is 

somebody else too that has made all people like her 
book.'' 

"Tme, ma'am; Dr. Burney's daughter inherits that 
art from him.^ 

'* O, ma'am, I was so entertained ! Oh, dear ! and 
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I was quite ill too, ma'am, quite ill when I read it. But 
for all that — why, why, ma'am, I was as eager, and I 
wanted sadly to see the author." 

Soon after this, arrived Mrs. Montagu and Miss Gregory. 
Miss Gregory brought a chair next to mine, and filled up 
the rest of my evening. I am really half sorry she appeared 
to such disadvantage that evening we saw her together 
at Mrs. Ord's, for I now begin to like her very much. 
She is frank, open, shrewd, and sensible, and speaks her 
opinion both of matters and things with a plumpness of 
honesty and readiness that both pleases and diverts me. 
And though she now makes it a rule to be my neighbour 
wherever we meet, she has never made me even a hint of 
a compliment ; and that is not nothing as times go. 

Afterwards, who should be announced but the author 
of the " Bath Guide," Mr. Anstey. I was now all 
eye ; but not being able to be all ear, I heard but little 
that he said, and that little was scarce worth hear- 
ing. He had no opportunity of shining, and was as 
much like another man as you can imagine. It is veiy 
unfair to expect wonders from a man all at once ; yet it 
was impossible to help being disappointed, because his 
air, look, and manner are mighty heavy and unfavourable 
to him. 

But here see the pride of riches ! and see whom the 

simple Mrs. K can draw to her house ! However, 

her party was not thrown away upon her, — ^as I ought to 
say, because highly honoured by her exultingly whisper- 
ing to Mrs. Thrale, 

" Now, ma'am, now, Mrs. Thrale, Fm quite happy; 
for Tm surrounded with people of sense ! Here's Mrs. 
Montagu, and Mrs. Thrale, and Mr. Anstey, and Miss 
Bumey. I'm quite surrounded, as I may say, by people 
of sense !*' 
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Saturday. — Iq the morning my ever kind Mrs. T. 
accompanied me to the Belvidere, to call upon Mrs. and 
Miss Leigh^ and to invite the latter to oar house in the 
evening, to meet tlie Bowdlers. Mrs. Leigh herself can- 
not make any visits, because she has dreadfully sprained 
her ankle, and is obliged to wear a large shoe and flannel 
She is a very sensible, agreeable woman, not so elegant 
as her daughter, but very civil, courteous^ and good- 
natured. We talked away about Mr. Crisp and Mrs. 
Gast like mad. I know no subject upon which I am 
more fluent; and so I suppose I seldom have, to a new 
acquaintance, appeared more loquacious. They were 
both too prudent to mention having seen my letters; but 
Miss Bowdler has given me intelligence which I shall 
not make the less use of. 

9ic :ic 9ic 4e 

Is it not a shocking thing, my dear Susette^ that I 
am obliged to write to you upon this decent paper? 
I never bring half enough riff-raff with me for the 
volumes I write to you, and yet it always goes to my 
heart to treat you so genteelly. 

Well, to go back to that Saturday that passed an age 
ago, where I left off in my last. 

Dr. Harrington and Miss Cooper dined here. 

Dr. Harrington, I find, is descended in a right line 
from the celebrated Sir John Harrington, who was god- 
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son of Queen Elizabeth, and one of the gayest writers 
and flashers of her reign; and it is his son that is the 
Rev. Henry Harrington, who published those very cu- 
rious, entertaining and Taluable remains of his ancestor 
under the title "Nugse AntiquEc," which my father and 
all of us were formerly so fond of. 

We had much talk among us of Chatterton, and as 
he was best known In this part of the world, I attended 
particularly to the opinion of Dr. Harrington concerning 
him ; and the more particularly because he is uncom- 
monly well versed in the knowledge of English antiqui- 
ties ; therefore was I much surprised to find it his opinion 
that Chatterton was no impostor, and that the poems 
were authentic, and Rowley's, Much, indeed, he said 
they had been modernized in his copies ; not by design, 
but from the difficulty which attended reading the old 
manuscnpt— a difficulty which the genius of Chatterton 
urged him not to confess but to redress. A book, how- 
ever, is now publishing that is entirely to clear up this 
so long disputed and very mysterious affair, by Dr. 
Mills, Deacon of Exeter. 

Iq the evening we had a great deal more company, — 
consisting of the Dean of Ossory, Mrs. and Miss Lewis, 
but not Charlotte Lewis, who is not well, Mrs. and Miss 
Bowdler, my pretty new acquaintance. Miss Leigh, and 
Mr. Jecningham. 

Miss Leigh and I kept together very rigidly the whole 
evening, and talked a great deal of talk, and grew veiy 
intimate; but one time, when accidentally I took up a 
book from the table, merely to peep at the title-page, Mr. 
Jerningham approached me, and said, in a gentle style of 
raillery, 

" Why do you take up a book. Miss Barney ! — you 
know you can't read." 
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" Oh," answered I, in the same gentle style, 
do it to make believe." 

And you can't think how prettily he laughed. He 
quired, however, a great deal afier my fether^ and wi 
dera he does not come down here. 

Another time he said to aie, " Pray were not you 
lady that used the glass the other night at the play ?" 

Here I was quite shocked ; but could only defeott] 
not deny; protesting, with great truth, that I only used 
it fur the perrormers, and could not see at all without it. 

" A lady in the box with me," continued he, " wanl 
sadly to know which was you ; so, indeed, did all 
company I was with, and I fancy I pointed right — did 
I point right?" 

Mrs. Bowdler, to keep up the character I have alret 
given of her, once called out from the furthest end of 
room, "Miss Buriiey, my daughter Harriet longs more 
and more to see you ; she writes us word she hopes 
come home in time, or she shall be prodigiously disap- 
pointed." 

I had much discourse with the dean, all about 
prospects, and the walks, and the country ; be is 
tremely civil and well-bred. 

SusflAY. — This morning Miss Gregory came to 
company us to St. James's Church, to hear Dr. Porti 
Bishop of Chester, preach a cliarity sermon for an ex- 
cellent institution here, to enable the poor sick to drink the 
waters in an hospital. It was an admirable sermon, ra- 
tional, judicious, forcible, and truth-breathing; and de- 
livered with a clearness, stillness, grace, and propriety 
that softened and bettered us all — as I believe appeared 
by the collection, for I fancy not a sou 
without offering a mite. 

The evening we spent with old Mrs, < 
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other old gentlewomen assembled at her house. Im- 
mensely dull woikj indeed I 

Monday. — This morning we appointed for hearing 
Miss Guest play; and Miss Lawes, that good and odd 
old maid I have already mentionedj conducted us to her 
house ; and was delighted beyond measure with a mix- 
ture of goodhumour for us, and exultation for herself, 
that she had the credit of the introduction. 

Misa Guest is very young, but far from handsome ; 
she is, however, obliging', humble, unassuming, and 
pleasing. At her house, by appointment, we met the 
Dean of Ossory and Dr. Woodward, 

She began with playing the third of Eichner, and I 
wished she had begun with something else, for I have so 
often beard our dear Etty in this, that I was quite spoiled 
for Miss Guest, or, I firmly believe for anybody; because 
in Eichner, as in Bach of Berlin, Echard and Bocche- 
riiii, Etty plays as if inspired, and in taste, expression! 
delicacy and feeling, leaves nothing to wish. Miss Guest 
has a very strong hand, and is indeed a very fine player 
— so fine a one as to make me think of Etty while she 
plays, though always, and in all particulars, to this poor 
girl's disadvantage. 

She next played the second of Ciementi, which seemed 
to want nothing but a strong hand, and therefore I was 
full as well content with the player as with the music, 
but not enchanted with either. 

After this she sung, " lo che fedele," and here I 
thought I liked her better than in her playing. She has 
but little voice, but it is very sweet. Sacchini was her 
master, and, I fancy, must have taught her this very 
song, for she really sings it charmingly. Altogether I 
was BO well pleased with her that I was quite sorry we 
could stay to hear nothing more. I am most greedily 
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hungry for a little music^ and have heard nothing at all 
approaching Miss Guest since I left town. She is to 
come hither to give lessons to MissThrale^ and help keep 
up her singing, and so I shall probably often hear her. 

In our way home we met Miss Gregory, who fiew up 
to me^ and taking my hand, cried^ 

^^ I have received in a letter I had this morning such an 
eloge of * Evelina' — such a description of you. "Ks 
from Mrs. Chapone, too, and I will shew yoa next time 
we meet.'^ 

There's for you ! who would not be a blue-stockinger 
at this rate ? 

We parted with Miss Lawes upon the parade, and came 
in to dress, and while I was yet engaged in this important 
occupation, Mrs. Thrale came laughing into my room to 
tell me Miss Lawes had just been with her again^ and 
told her she had just been with Mrs. I^obson, ** And, dear 
ma'am, there I heard all about Miss Bumey ! I was 
never so surprised. But I am going to the library imme- 
diately for the book ; though I assure you I read it all 
when it first came out ; but that was nothing like, not 
knowing anything of the matter ; but Mrs. Dobson has let 
me into the secret, so I wanted to know if it's all true ?" 

Mrs. Thrale readily confirmed it. 

** Well," cried she, '^ I shall run to the library^ then, 
directly and fetch it ; but to be sure I thought from tbe 
beginning that something was the matter^ though I could 
not tell what, because, ma'am, I felt such a panic, — ^I 
assure you when I sung before Miss Bumey I was never 
in such a panic in my life !" 

Mrs. Dobson, I dare say, is not a new name to yon; 
she has made an abridged translation of " Petrarch's 
Life," and of the *^ History of the Troubadours." She 
has lons^ been trying to make acquaintance with Mrs. 



Thrale, but Mrs. Thrale not liking her advances, has 
always shrunk from them ; however, I find she has pre- 
vailed with Miss Lawes to let her be one of her party 
when her visit is returned. 

This evening we all went to Mrs. Cholmley's, in 
consequence of an elegant invitation from that very 
elegant lady, to meet Mrs. Montagu, who was there with 
Miss Gregory, Miss Poyntz, and a Mrs, Wilson. 

We had a very cheerful and pleasant evening, 

ToKSDAT. — This morning I went to the Belvidere to 
breakfast, by engagement, with Mrs. and Miss Leigh. 

I like them more and more, and we talked about dear 
Chesington, and were quite comfortable, and I was so 
well pleased with my visit that I stayed with them almost 
all the morning. 

In the evening we went to Mrs. Lambert, who is 
another of my favourites. I was very ready to hke her 
for the sake of her brother, Sir Philip Jennings Gierke ; 
and I 0nd her so natural, so chatty, so prone to fun and 
ridicule, and so sociably agreeable, that I am highly 
pleased with her acquaintance. 

This evening we had plenty of sport with her, of the 
ridiculous sort, which is quite hei- favourite style. She 
had nobody with her at first but a Miss Pleydell, a very 
unaffected and good-humoured girl, and therefore she 
produced for our entertainment a new tragedy, in manu- 
script, written by a Worcester clergyman, who is tutor 
to her son. I will inquire his nime some time, and per- 
haps Edward may know him. This tragedy it seems 
Mr. Sheridan has read, and has promised to bring out 
next winter. It is called "Timoleon.'Mt is mighty com- 
mon trash, and written in very clumsy language, and 
many of the expressions afforded us much diversion by 
their mock grandeur, though not one affected, interested 
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or Burprised us. But it seems when we conipU'med oft 
leRg;th and want of incident, Mrs Lambert told us I" 
the author was aware of that, and said he knew th« 
was no incident, but that he could not help it, for the 
was none that he could find in the history I Don't y 
admire the necessity he was under of making choice 
a subject to which he knew such an objection ? 

I did not, however, hear above half the piece, thoug 
enough not to regret missing the rest, for Mr. E — 
now made his appearance, and Mrs. Thrale read the r 
to herself. 

^s you seem to have rather a taste for thet 
" WitUngs," I will give you another touch of this youi 
divine. He soon found out what we were about, an 
presently said, "If that play is writ by the pereoa 
suspect, I am sure I have a good right to know some o 
it; for I was once in a house with him, and his stud 
happened to be just over my head, and so there I nso 
to hear him spouting by the hour together." 

He spoke this in a tone of complaint that made us a] 
laugh, with which facetiousnees, however, he was so & 
from being disturbed, that he only added, in a voice g 
fretful plaintiveness, , 

" I'm sure I've cause enough to remember it, for he hm 
kept me awake by the whole night together." ^ 

We were now not content witli simpering, for we coult 
not forbear downright laughing : at which he still 
looked most stupidly unmoved. 

" Pray, Mrs. Lambert," said he, "what is its name?". 
" Timoleon," answered she. 

" Pray," said he, "is it an invention of his own, or a| 
historical fact V 

Wiien we were coming away, Mrs. Lambert, taking 
the play from oS the table, and bringing it to me, asked 
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me, in a comical manner, to read it through, and try to 
find Eomething to praise, that she might let the author 
know I had Been and approved of [it. I laughed, but 

declined the task, for many reasons, and then Mr. E ■ 

approaching me, said, 

" Ma'am, if you were to read it with a little pencil in 
your hand, just to mark your favourite passages, and so 
forth, 1 should think it might be a very good thing, and 
— and of use." 

Of use? — ha, ha! 

Wepnesday was a sort of grand day. We all dined 

and spent the evening at Mrs. K 's. Our party was 

Mrs. Montagu, Mrs. Poyntz, Miss Gregory, Miss Owen, 
Dr. Maningham, and Mr. Hunt. 

The ladies you have heard of enough. Of the men. 
Dr. Maningham is very good-humoured, fat, and 
facetious. He asked me much after my dear father, 
whom he met with at Buxton, and after the Denoyers, 
with whom he seemed extremely intimate, and so, 
indeed, he was welt inclined to be with me, for he shook 
me hy the wrist twenty times in the course of the day. 
Mr. Hunt is a young man of very large independent 
fortune, very ugly, very priggish, a violent talker, and a 
ielf-piquer upon immense good breeding. 

Miss Gregory and I kept together all the day, and did 
each of us very well. She told me that the Mrs, Wilson 
I met at Mrs. Choimley's wanted to know me, and, if I 
should not think her " very impudent" would come up to 
speak to me the first time she saw me on the Parade. I 
condescended to send her a civil permission. 

Mrs. K took the first opportunity that presented 

itself, to make me, ia a low voice, abundance of civil 

speeches about " Evelina," All the loud speeches were 

made by Mr. Hunt, who talked incessantly, and of 

z 2 
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nothing but dancing ! Poor Mrs. Montagu looked tired 
to death, and could not get in a word ; — it was really 
ridiculous to see how this coxcomb silenced her. 

When everybody was gone, but ourselves and 
Gregory, we Misses growing somewhat facetious in 3 
comer, Mrs. K— good-humouredly called out, "Fm 
sure, ladies, 1 am very glad to see you so naerry. Ah, — 
one of you young ladies, — I don't say which — has given 
me a deal of entertainment '. I'm sure I could never leave 
olf reading; and when Miss Owen came into my room, 
says I, don't speak a word to me, for I'm so engaged ! — 
I could not bear to be stopped — and then, Mrs. Thrale, 
I had such a prodigious desire to see her — for I said, 
eaya 1, ' I'm sure she must have a good heart, — here's 
such fine sentiments/ says I. — Oh 1 it's a sweet book !" 

"Ay, ma'am," said Mrs. Thrale ; "and we that know 
her, like her yet better than her book." 

" Well, ma'am," answered she, " and I that know thi 
book best, — to be sure I like that." 

"Then, ma'am, you show your taste; and I lu] 
judgment." 

"And what must I show?" cried I — "my back, 
beUevCj and run away, if you go on so !" 

Here, then, it stopped ; but when I was taking leav) 
Mrs. K repeated her praises, and added 

" I'm sure, ma'am, you must have a very happy waj 
of thinking; and then there's Mrs. Duval, — such 
natural character!" 

Thursday. — We were appointed to meet the Btsho] 
of Chester at Mrs. Montagu's. This proved a very 
gloomy kind of grandeur ; the Bishop waited for Mrs 
Thrale to speak, Mrs. Tlirale for the Bishop ; so neithecfl 
of them 6])oke at all t 



Mrs. Montagu cared not a fig, as lung as she spoke 
herseir, and so she harangued away. Meanwhile Mr- 
Melmoth, the Pliny Melmoth, aa he is called, was of the 
party, and seemed to think nobody half so great as him- 
self, and therefore chose to play first violin without 
further ceremony. But, altogether, the evening was not 
what it was intended to be, and I fancy nobody was 
satisfied, it is always thus in long-projected meetings. 

The Bishop, however, seems to be a very elegant man : 
Mrs. Porteus, his lady, is a very sensible and well-bred 
woman : he had also a sister with him, who sat quite 
mum all the night, and looked prodigious weary, 

Mr. Melmoth seems intolerably self-sufficient — ap- 
pears to look upon himself as the first man in Bath, 
and has a proud conceit in look and manner, mighty 
forbidding. His lady is in nothing like the Bishop's; 
I am sore I should pity her if she were. 

The good Miss Cooper was of the party, and a Mrs. 
Forster. I, aa usual, had my friend Greg at my elbow. 
If I had not now taken to her, I should absolutely run 
wild! 

Friday was a busy and comical day. We had an 
flngagement of long standing, to drink tea with Miss 

X , whither we all went, and a most queer evening did 

we spend. 

When we entered, she and all her company were look- 
ing out of the window; however, she found us out in a 
few minutes, and made us welcome in a strain of delight 
and humbleness at receiving us, that put her into a 
flutter of spirits, from which she never recovered all the 
evening. 

Her fat, jolly mother took her seat at the top of the 
room; next to her sat a lady in a riding habit, whom 
I soon found to be Mrs, Dobson ; below her sat a gentle- 









woman, prim, upright, neat, and mean; and, next to her, 
sat another, thin, hagged, wrinkled, fine, and tawdry, 
with a thousand frippery ornaments and old-fashioned 
furbelows; she was excellently nick-named, by Mrs. 
Thrale, the Duchess of Monmouth. On the opposite 
side was placed Mrs. Thrale, and, next to her, Queeny. 
For my own part, little hking the appearance of the set, 
and half-dreading Mrs. Dobson, from whose notice I 
wished to escape, I had made up myself to one of the now 
deserted windows, and Mr. Thrale had followed me. As 

to Miss L , she came to stand by me, and her panic, 

I fancy, returned, for she seemed quite panting with a 
desire to say something, and an incapacity to utter it. 

It proved happy for me that I had taken this place, 
in a few minutes the mean, neat woman, whose name 
Aubrey, asked if Miss Thrale was Miss Thrale ? 

" Yes, ma'am." 

" And pray, ma'am, who is that other young lady?' 

" A daughter of Dr. Bumey's, ma'am." 

" What !" cried Mrs. Dobson, " is that the lady thi 
has favoured us with that excellent novel T' 

" Yea, ma'am." 

Then burst forth a whole volley from all at once. 
" Very extraordinary, indeed !" said one — " Dear heart, 
who'd have thought it?" said another — " I never saw the 
lite in my life !" said a third. And Mrs. Dobson, enter- 
ing more into detail, began praising it through, but chiefly 
Erehna herself, which she said was the most natural 
character she had ever met in any book. 

Meantime, I had almost thrown myself out of tht 
window, in my eagerness to get out of the way of thii 

gross and noisy applause ; but poor Miss L , having 

stood quite silent a long time, simpering, and nodding her 
assent to what was said, at last broke forth with, 
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" I assure you, ma'am, we've been all quite delighted: 
that is, we had read it before, but only now upon reading 
it again — " 

I thanked her, and talked of something else, and she 
took the hint to have done ; but said, 

" Pray, ma'am, will you favour me with your opinion of 
Mrs. Dobson'fi works ?" 

A pretty question, in a room so small that even a 
whisper would be heard from one end to another ! 
However, I truly said I had not read them. 

Mr. and Mrs. Whalley now arrived, and I was obliged 
to go to a chair — when such staring followed ; they could 
not have opened theireycswiderwhentheyfirst looked at 
the Guildhall giants ! I looked with all the gravity and 
ilemureness possible, in order to keep them from coming 
plump to the subject again, and, indeed this, for a h hile, 
kept them off. 

Soon after Dr. Harrington arrived, which closed our 

party. Miss L went whispering to him, and then 

came up to me, with a look of dismay, and said, 

" 0, ma'am, I'm so prodigiously concerned ; Mr. Henry 
won't come!" 

" Who, ma'am ?" 

" Mr. Henry, ma'am, the doctor'a son. But, to be 
sure, he does not know you are here, or else — but I'm 
quite concerned, indeed, for here now we shall have no 
young gentlemen !" 

" 0, all the better," cried I, " I hope we shall be able 
to do very well without." 

" yes, ma'am, to be sure. I don't mean for any 
common young gentlemen ; but Mr. Heni-y, ma'am, it's 
quite another thing ; — however, I think he might have 
come ; but 1 did not happen to mention in my card that 




yoti was to be here, and so — but I tbink it serves bim 
right (or not coining to see me.'' 

Soon after the mamma hobbled to me, and began afiw 
rious panegyric upon my book, saying, at the same time^ 

" ! wonder, MisB, how you could get at them low 
characters. A a to the lords and ladies, that's no 
wonder at all ; but, as to I'others, why, I have not stirred, 
night nor morning, while I've been reading it: if I don't 
wonder how you could be so clever !'* 

And much, much more. And, scarcely had she 

burtliened herself, ere Miss L trotted back to me,*; 

crying, in atone of mingled triumph and vexation, 

" Well, ma'am, Mr. Henry will be very much mortified] 
when he knows who bas been here ; that he will, indeei 
however, I'm sure he deserves it !" 

I made some common sort of reply, that I hoped hffi 
was better engaged, which she vehemently declared wi 
im possible. 

We had now some music. Miss L- sung varioi 

old elegies of Jackson, Dr. Harrington, and Linley, and 
O how I dismalled in hearing them ! Mr. Whalley, 
too, sung " Robin Gray," and divers other melancholic 
ballads, and Miss Thrale sang "Ti seguiro fedele. 

But the first time there was a cessation of harmony, 
Miss L again respectfully approaching me, cried, 

" Well, all my comfort is that Mr. Henry will be pro- 
digiously mortified ! But there's a ball to-night, so I 
suppose he's gone to that. However, I'm sure if he had 
known of meeting you young ladies here — but it's 
good enough for bim, for not coming I"' 

" Nay," cried I, " if meeting young ladies is a moti' 
witli him, he can have nothing to regret while at a ball 
where he will see many more than be could here." 
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" O, ma'am, as to that — but I say no more, because it 
mayn't be proper; but, to ha sure, if Mr. Henry had 
known — howevftr, he'll be well mortified!" 

Soon after this, a chair next mine being vacated, Mrs. 
Dobson came and seated herself in it, to my somewhat 
dismay, as I knew what would follow. Plump she came 
upon her subject, saying', 

" Miss Burney, 1 am come to thank you for the vast 
entertainment you have given me. I am quite happy to 
see you; I wished to see you very much. It's a charm- 
ing book, indeed; the characters are vastly well sup- 
ported !" 

In short, she ran on for half-an-hour, I beheve, in 
nothing but plain, unadorned, downright praise ; while I 
could ouly bow, and say she was very good, and long to 
walk out of the room. 

When she had run herself out of breath, and ex- 
hausted her store of compliments, she began telling me 
of her own affairs; talked, without any introduction or 
leading speeches, of her translations, and took occasion 
to acquaint me she had made £400 of her " Petrarca." 
She then added some other anecdotes, which I have not 
time to mention, and then said, 

" Miss Burney, I shall be very happy to wait upon 
you and Mrs.Thrale. I have longed toknowMrs. Thrale 
these many years : pray, do you think I may wait upon 
you both on Sunday morning ?" 

" To be sure, we shall be very happy." 

" Well, then, if you don't think it will be an in- 
trusion — but will you be so good as to mention it to 
Mrs. Thrale?" 

I wasobhgedto say "Yes," and soon after she quitted 
tne, to go and give another dose of flummery to Mrs, 
-Thrale. 



^ 



DURT AND LITTERS 

I was not two minutes reliered, ere Bliss L re- 
turned, to a^sia assure me bow glad she was that Mr. 
Henry nonld be moititied. Tbe poor lady ms qatte 
beart-brokea that we did not meet. 

The next vacatioii of my neigbbouriog chair was 

by Mrs. L , who brougbt me some floweis; 

wbeo I tbanked ber, said, 

"O miss, you deserve CTcrytbing! You've writ the 1 
and prettiest book. That lord there — I forget bis name, 
that marries her at ia£t — what a fine gentleman be isl 
You deserve everything for drawing sucb a character ; and 
then Mies Elena, there. Miss Belmont, as &be is at last 
— ^hat a noble couple of 'em you have put together! 
As to that t'other lord, I was glad be bad not her, far 
see he had nothing but a bad design." 

Well, have you enough of this ridicalous evenin; 
Mrs. Thrale and I bave mutually agreed that we neither 
of us ever before had so complete a dish of gross flattery 
as this night. Yet let me be fair, and tell you that thi 
Mrs. Dobson, though coarse, low-bred, forward, selt 
sufficient, and flaunting, seems to bave a strong and 
masculine understanding, and parts that, had tbey been 
united with modesty, or fostered by education, might 
bave made her a shining and agreeable woman ; but she 
has evidently kept low company, which she has risen 
above in literature, but not in manners. She obtained 
Mrs. Thrale'a leave to come on Sunday, and to bring 
with her a granddaughter of Mr, Richardson's, who she 
said was dying to see Mrs. T, and Miss B,, and who 
Mr. Whalley said had all the elegance and beauty which 
her grandfather had described in Clarissa or Clemen* 
tina. 

Sunday. — Mrs. Dobson called, and brought with her 
Miss Ditcher — a most unfortunate name for a descendant. 
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of Richardson ! However, Mr. Whalley Lad not much 
exaggerated, for she is, indeed, quite beautiful, both in 
face and figure. All her features are very fine; she is 
tall, looks extremely modest, and has just sufficient 
consciousness of her attractions to keep otF bashfulnesa, 
without enough to raise conceit. I think I could take 
to her very much, but shall not be likely to see her 



Bath, May 28. — I was very happy, mydeprest girls, 
with the account of your safe return from the borough. 
I never mentioned your having; both accompanied me till 
I had got half way to Bath ; for I found my dear Mrs. 
Thrale so involved in business, electioneering, canvassing, 
and letter-writing, that after our first embrassades, we 
hardly exchanged a word till we got into the chaise next 
morning. 

Dr. Johnson, however, who was with her, received me 
even joyfully; and making me sit by him, began a gay 
and spiiited conversation, which he kept up till we 
parted, though in the midst of all this bustle. 

The next morning we rose at four o'clock, and when 
we came down stairs, to our great surprise, found Dr. 
Johnson waiting to receive and breakfast with us; though 
the night before he had taken leave of us, and given me 
the most cordial and warm assurances of the love he has 
for me, which I do indeed believe to be as sincere as I can 
wish ; and I failed not to tell him the affectionate respect 
with which I return it ; though, as well as I remember, 
we never came to this open declaration before. 

We therefore drank our coffee with him, and then he 
handed us both into the chaise. He meant to have fol- 
lowed us to Bath, but Mrs. Thrale discouraged him, from 
a firm persuasion that he would be soon very horribly 
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wearied of a Bath life : an opinion in which I hear^tj^ 
join. 

When at last I told Mrs. T. of your adventure of ac- 
companying me to the borough, she scolded me for not 
bringing you both in ; but, as I told her, I am sure you 
would have been very uncomfortable in a visit so ill< 
timed. However, she said she hoped she should see yoi 
both there when again settled for winter, and mal 
amends for so inhospitable a beginning. 

Adventures in our journey we had no time to think 
we flew along as swift as possible, but stopped to changff 
horses at Devizes in preference to Chippenham, merely 
to inquire after the fair and very ingenious family 
of the Lawrences ; but we only saw the mother andfj 
elder son. 4 

We found our dear master charmingly well, and verf 
glad indeed to see us. Miss Cooper, who was with" 
them, and who is made up of quick sensations, mani- 
fested the most pleasure of all the party. We have 
agreed to visit comfortably in town. She is by no means 
either bright or entertaining, but she is so infinitely good) 
so charitable to the poor, so kind to the sick, so zealous 
for the distressed, and in every part of her conduct so 
blameless where quiet, and so praiseworthy where active, 
that I am really proud of the kindness she seems to have 
taken for me, and shall cultivate it with the truest sat 
faction. 

The next morning we had visiters pouring in to see 
after our journey ; but the two whose eagerness was in- 
finitely most sincere, were the Bishop of Peterborough, 
who adores, and is adored in return by Mrs. Thrale, and 
the fair Augusta Byron, my romantically partial youi 
friend. 

In the evening we all went to the Dean of Oasory'si 
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felt horribly fagged ; but Mrs, Thraie was so gay and so 
well, in spite of all her fatigues, that I had not courage 
to complain and desire to be excused joiniog the 
party, 

There was a great deal of compaay : among them 
Mrs. and Miaa F, Eowdler, who again spoke very kindly 
of my mother; but of that I shall write to herself; and 
Mrs. Lambert, and Mr. Anstey, and theBishopof Peter- 
borough ; besides others not worth naming. 

The bishop, in conversation, is indeed a most shining 
and superior man, — gay, high-spirited, manly, quick, and 
penetrating. I was seated, however, between the two 

Miss L 's, and heard but little conversation besides 

their's and my own, — and which of the three afforded 
me most delight I have now no time to investigate. 

Mr. Anstey opens rather more, and approaches nearer 
to being rather agreeable. If he could but forget he 
had written the " Bath Guide," with how much more 
pleasure would everybody else remember it. 

Sunday we went to the abbey, to hear the bishop preach. 
He gave us a very excellent sermon, upon the right use 
of seeking knowledge, namely, to know better the Creator 
by his works, and to learn our own duty in studying his 
power. 

Mrs. Montagu we miss cruelly, and Miss Gregory I 
think of everywhere I go, as she used to be my constant 
elbow companion, and most smiling greeter. Mrs. 
Montagu has honoured me, in a letter to Mrs. T., with 
this hne : " Give my love to the truly lovely Miss Bar- 
ney !" I fancy she meant loveable ; but be that as it 
may, I am sure she meant no harm, and therefore I shall 
take her blindness in good part. 

Monday. — We went to Mrs. Lambert. Herewemet 
Lady Dorothy Inglish, a Scotchwoman ; Sir Robert 



owaH 

rho 
ble 



Pigot, an old Englishman ; Mrs, North, the Bishop of 
Worcester's handsome wife, and many nameless others. 

Mrs. North, who is so famed for tonishness, exhibited 
herself in a more perfect undress than I ever before saw 
any lady, great or small, appear in upon a visit. Anything 
alike worse as better than other folks, that does but ob- 
tain notice and excite remark, is sufficient to make happy 
]adie9 and gentlemen of the ton. I always long to trcafc-a 
them as daddy Crisp does bad players (when his owi 
partners) at whist, and call to them, with a nod of coihI 
temptuous anger, " Bless you ! bless you !" 

I had no talk but with Mrs, Lambert herself, who 
now, Mrs. Byr<m excepted, is far the most agreuible 
woman in Bath — I mean among the womeii mistresses— | 
ibr among the women misses of the very first class, ] 
reckon Miss F. Bowdler. 

Tuesday. — The bishop and Mrs. Lambert dined with " 
us, and stayed the afternoon, which was far more agre&- 
able, lively, and sociable than when we have more peo- 
ple. I believe I told you that, before I last left Bath, the 
bishop read to Mrs. T. and me a poem upon Hope, of 
the Duchess of Devonshire, obtained with great diffi- 
culty from Lady Spencer. Well, this day he brought a 
tale called "An.\iety," which he had almost torn from 
Lady Spencer, who is still here, to show to Mrs. Tbrale ; 
and, as before, he extended his confl(ience to me. It is 
a very pretty tale, and has in it as much entertainment 
as any tale upon so hackneyed a subject as an assembly 
of all the gods and goddesses to bestow their gifts upon 
mankind, can h« expected to give. 

Lord Mulgrave called this morning. He is returned 
to Bath for only a few days. He was not in hia usual 
spirits; yet he failed not to give me a rub for my old 
oiFence, which he seems determined not to foi^et; for 
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upon something being said, to which, however, I had not 
attended, about seamen, he cast an arch glance at me, 
and cried out, 

" Oh, Miss Buraey, I know, will take our parts — if I 
remember right, she is one of the greatest of our 
enemies !" 

" All the sea captains," said Mrs. Thrale, " fall upon 
Miss Bumey ; Captain Cotton, my cousin, was for ever 
plaguing her about her spite to the navy." 

This, however, was for the character of Captain 
Mirvan, which, in a comical and good-humoured way. 
Captain Cotton pretended highly to resent, and so, he 
told me, did all the captains in the navy. 

Augusta Byron, too, tells me that the Admiral, her 
father, very often talks of Captain Mirvan, and though 
the hook is very high in his favour, is not half pleased 
with the Captain's being such a brute. 

However, I have this to comfort me, — that the more I 
see of sea captains, the less reason I have to be ashamed 
of Captain Mirvan ; for they have all so irresistible a 
propensity to wanton mischief, — to roasting beaus, and 
detesting old women, that I quite rejoice I showed the 
hook to no one ere printed, lest I should have beea 
prevailed upon to soften his character. 

Sometime after, while Lord Mulgrave was talking of 
Captain G. Byron's marrying a girl at Barbadoes, whom 
he had not known a week, he turned suddenly to me, 
and called out, 

" See, Miss Bumey, what you have to expect; — your 
brother will bring a bride from Kamschatka, without 
doubt !" 

" That," said I, " may perhaps be as well as a Hotten- 
tot, for when he was last out, he threatened us with a 
sister from the Cape of Good Hope." 
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In the evening we went to see the '^Merchant of 
Venice,'^ and Augusta was of our party. My favourite 
Mr. Lee played Shylock, and played it incomparably. 
With the rest of the performers I viras not too much 
charmed. 

Thursday. — Lord Mulgrave and Dr. Harrington 
dined here. Lord Mulgrave was delightful ; — his wit is 
of so gay, so forcible, so splendid a kind that when he is 
disposed to exert it, he not only engrosses attention from 
all the rest of the company, but demands the full use of 
all one's faculties to keep pace in understanding the 
speeches, allusions, and sarcasms which he sports. Bat 
he will never, I believe, be tired of attacking me about 
the sea ; ** he will make me ' eat it that leak,' I assure you!" 

During dinner he was speaking very highly of n sea 
officer whose name, I think, was Reynolds. 

"And who is he?*' asked Mrs. Thrale; to which his 
Lordship answered, ** Brother to Lord — something, but 
I forget what ;" and then, laughing and looking at me, he 
added, ^* We have all the great families in the navy, — ^ay, 
and all the best families, too, — ^have we not. Miss 
Burney ? The sea is so favourable an element to genius, 
that there all high-souled younger brothers with empty 
pockets are sure of thriving : nay, I can say even more 
for it, for it not only fosters the talents of the spirited 
younger brothers, it also lightens the dullness even of 
that poor animal, — ^an elder brother; so that it is always 
the most desirable place both for best and worst." 

" Well, your Lordship is always ready to praise it," 
said Mrs. Thrale ; " and I only wish we had a few more 
like you in the service, — and long may you liye, both to 
defend and to ornament it !*' 

" Defence," answered he with quickness, " it does not 
want, — and, for ornament, it is above jgiU !" 
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In the eveiiinEC we had more company, — the Bishop of 
Peterborough, Mr. Anstey, Dean of Ossory, Mrs. and 
Charlotte Lewis, F. Bowdler, and Miss PhiUps, — a lady 
with whom the becrinning of my acquaintance was by a 
very strange mistake. 

I ibrget if I ever mentioned to you that Miss Gregory 
long since told me that a Mrs. Wilson, whom I had seen 
at Mrs. Cholmley's, wished to know me, and sent me 
word she should accost rae some day when I was walk- 
ing on the Parade, if I should not think her very impu- 
dent for her pains. Well, divers messages, in consequence 
of this, passed between us; and sometime after, as I waa 
sauntering upon the Parade with Mr. Thrale, a lady 
came out of the house in which I knew Mrs, Wilson 
resided, and with a smiling face, and a curtsey, made up 
to us. I took it for granted this was my destined 
acquaintance, whose face, as I was never near to her, I 
was too near-sighted to mark. I readily returned her 
civility, and myself began a conversation with her, of the 
weather, walks, and so forth, but we were both of us 
abominably embarrassed, and parted rather abruptly; 
and while Mr. Thrale and I were laughing at the 
encounter, we saw this lady join Mrs. Thrale, and pre- 
sently we all met again. "And so," cried Mrs. Thrale 
to her husband, "you did not know Miss Philips? she 
says she made up to you, and you never spoke to her !" 
I now found my mistake, and that she neither was Mrs. 
Wilson, nor had intended addressing me. I was there- 
fore quite ashamed of my own part in the affair, and 
obligee! to clear it up with all speed. 

Miss Philips, however, who is a Welsh lady, and sister 
to Lady Milford, has been pleased to make me her 
acquaintance ever since. Two days after, she called, and 
finding me at hom^ and alone, sat with me a full hour, 

VOL. I. 2 A 





aded 



DURV AND LETTERS 

and talked away very sociably and unreservedly. She 
presses me to visit and tiike morning walks with her; 
but the truth is, though she is sensible and sprightly, she 
is not much to my taste, and therefore I have evaded 
availing myself of her civility as much as has been in laj 
power. 

Charlotte Lewis, who is a mighty gay, giddy, 
girl, and says whatever comes uppermost, told 
had heard a very bad account of me the night before 
an assembly. 

" A gentleman told me," she continued, " that you 
Mrs, Thrale did nothing but criticise the play and 
players at the ' Merchant of Venice' the v^hole night, 

For the play, I believe it might defy us; but for the" 
players, I confess the case, and am by no means happy 
in having been so remarked, for Charlotte Lewis declared 
she had heard the same account since from another gen- 
tleman, and from three ladies, though there was not a face 
in the boxes I ever recollected having seen before; but 
Bath is aa tittle-tattle a town as Lynn ; and people niE 
as many reports, and spread as many idle nothings abri 
as in any common little town in the kingdom. 

Feidat. — In the morning, I waited upon 
Cooper, to return her a letter which she bad sent me|| 
peruse, from Mr. Bruce to Mr. H, Seaton. 

It was in his own band-writing, and contained J 
carious account of his making a triendship with n 
through the means of being known to a Mr. UamiltcKi, 
by whom this Arab had been kindly treated when a 
prisoner in Italy: and, through the friendship of this man, 
he enabled himself to pass on quietly to vanoua plac 
forbidden to strangers, and to make several of his I 
drawings, of ruins shown him by this Arab. 
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Saturday. — According to appointment, I went to 
breakfast at the Bowdlers. I found all the Bowdlers^ 
and Miss Leigh. 

Harriet Bowdler is much younger than any of her 
sisters, but less handsome; she is sprightly, good- 
humoured, and agreeable. I was introduced to her very 
quietly by her sister, but soon after, Mrs. Bowdler find- 
ing some fault with the manner in which she had pinned 
her ribbons, apphed to me about them. I sided, how* 
ever, with Harriet, whose method I preferred. 

*^ Ah P' cried Mrs. Bowdler, " there spoke the Evelina 
— you like that way best because it is whimsical ! Well, 
I like a little whim, too ; but Harriet — oh, she is such an 
admirer of * Evelina !' " 

Harriet modestly hung her head ; Fanny, sensibly 
frowned ; and so, to my great ease, the matter went no 
further. But Mrs. Bowdler has long been dying to come 
to the point. 

The very amiable Miss Leigh, with whom indeed I 
am greatly pleased, told me she had a favour to request 
of me, which I gladly promised to perform (Tavance. 

" I have a relation here," said she, " Captain Frod- 
sham, who was made captain by Admiral Byron, to 
whom he is under very great obligations. Now he has 
heard that Mrs. Byron is quite incensed with him for not 
having waited upon her ; but as he did not know her, be 
stayed away merely from fearing she would think a visit 
from him impertinent. Now if you will be so good as to 
pave the way for his reception, and make his apolo- 
gies, he will be greatly obliged to you, and so shall I.'' 

This I most readily undertook: and having stayed 
prating with them all till twelve o'clock, I broke away, 
after a very agreeable breakfast, and went to Mrs. 
Cholmley. 

2 a2 
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I found her at home and quite alone, and 
with her the rest of tiie morning. I have never yet 
near so well pleased with her. She is much better in 
tete~d-lele than in a mixed company. Her geutli 
good sense, and the delicacy of her mind, all show 
advantage in close and intimate conversation; but in 
room full of company, they are buried in the tumult 
general talk and more flashy brilliancy. I found hi 
now "soft without insipidity," as my dear father said she 
was, and every way worthy her own most sweet padre. 
Not, however, quite, neither, for I am sLill far from 
lieving her talents equal to his. But she is a swi 
woman, and I was very happy in being earnestly pressf 
by her to visit her in town. 

In the afternoon we all went to the Whalleys, whi 
we found a large and a high dressed company : at tl 
head of which sat Lady Miller. Among the rest were 
Mr. Anstey, his lady, and two daughters. Miss Weston, 
Mrs. Aubrey, the thin quaker-like woman I saw first at 
Mra.Lawes', Mrs. Lambert, and various others, male at 
female, thatl knew not. 

Miss Weston instantly made up to me, to express 
"delight" at my return to Bath, and to beg she might 
sit by me. Mrs. Whalley, however, placed me upon a 
sofa between herself and Mrs. Aubrey; which, how- 
ever, I did not repine at, for the extreme delicacy of 
Miss Weston makes it prodigiously fatiguing to con- 
verse with her, as it is no little difficulty to keep pace 
with her refinement, in order to avoid shocking her 
too obvious an inferiority iu daintihood and ion. 

Mr, Whalley, to my great astonishment, so far brok( 
through his delicacy as to call to me across the room, to 
Bsk me (livers questions concerning my London journey ; 
during alt which, Mr. Anstey, who sat next to hiotf, 
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earnestly fixed his eyes in my face, and both then and 
for the rest of the evening, examined me with a look of 
most keen penetration. 

As soon as my discourse was over with Mr. Whalley 
(during which, as he called me by mynarae, everybody 
turned towards me, which was not very agreeable). 
Lady Miller arose, and went to Mrs. Thrale, and whis- 
pered something to her. Mrs. Thrale then rose, too, and 
said, 

" If your ladyship will give me leave, I will first intro- 
duce my daughter to you" — making Miss Thrale, who 
was nest her mother, make her reverences. 

"And now," she continued, "Miss Bumey, Lady 
Miller desires to be introduced to you." 

Up I jumped and walked forward ; Lady Miller, very 
civilly more than met me halfway, and said very polite 
things, of lier wish to know me, and regret that she had 
not sooner met me, and then we both returned to our 

Do you know now that notwithstanding Bath Easton 
is so much laughed at in London, nothing here is more 
tonish than to visit Lady Miller, who is e.xtremely curioui 
in her company, admitting few people who are not of 
rank or of fame, and excluding of those all who are not 
people of character very unblemished. 

Some time after, Lady Miller took a seat next mine 
on the sofii, to play at card?, and was excessively civil 
indeed — scolded Mrs, Thrale for not sooner making us 
acquainted, and had the politeness to offer to take me 
to the balls herself, as she heard Mr. and Mrs. Thrale 
<iid not choose to go. 

After all this, it is hardly fair to tell you what I think 
of her. However, the truth is, I always, to the best of 
my intentions, speak honestly what I think of the folks 
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I see, without being biassed either by their civilities or 
neglect ; and that you will allow is being a rety laiti 
historian. 

Well then. Lady Miller is a round, plump, coai 
looking dame of about forty, and while all her aim is to 
appear an elegant woman of fashion, all her success is to 
seem an ordinary woman in very common life, with fiae 
clotheE on. Her manners are bustling, her air is moi 
important, and her manners very inelegant. 

So much for the lady of Bath Easton ; who, howt 
seems extremely good-natured, and who is I am bi 
extremely civil. 

The card-party was soon after broken up, as 
Miller was engaged to Lady Dorothy Iiiglish, and tl 
I moved to seat myself hy Mrs. Lambart. 

I was presently followed by Miss Weston, and she 
pursued by Mr. Bouchier, a man of fortune who is in the 
army or the militia, and who was tormenting Miss 
Weston, eti badiniige, about some expedition upon the 
river Avon, to which he had been witness. He seemed a 
mighty rattling, harem-scarem gentleman, but talked so 
fluently, that I had no trouble in contributing my mite 
towards keeping up the conversation, as be talked 
enough for four; and this I was prodigiouslypleased at, 
as T was in an indolent mood, and not disposed to bear 
my share. I fancy, when he pleases, and thinks it 
worth while, he can be sensible and agreeable, but all 
bis desire then, was to alarm Miss Weston, and persuade 
the company she had been guilty of a thousand misde- 
meanours. 

In the midst of this rattle, Mr, Wlialley proposed that 
Miss Thrale should go down stairs to hear a Miss Sage 
play upon the harpsichord. Miss Sage is a niece of Mrs. 
Whalley, and about nine years old. I offered to be of- 
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the party. Mia3 Weston joined us, as did the Miss 
Anateys, and down we went. 

And terribly wearied was 1 1 she played a lesson of 
Giordani's that seemed to have no end, and repeated all 
the parts into the bargain; and this, with various little 
English soLigs, detained us till we were summoned to the 
carriage. I had an opportunity, however, of seeing some- 
thing of the Miss Ansteys. 

Mr. Anstey, I cannot doubt, roust sometimeB be very 
agreeable; he could not else have written so excellent, 
so diverting, so original a satire. But he chooses to 
keep his talents to himself, or only to exert them upon 
very particular occasions. Yet what he can call particu- 
lar 1 know not, for I have seen him with Mrs. Montagu, 
with Mrs. Thrale, with the Bishop of Peterborough, and 
with Lord Mulgrave; and four more celebrated folks 
for their abihties can hardly be found. Yet, before them 
all he has been the same as when I have seen him 
without any of them — shyly important, and silently 
proud ! 

Well, and there are men who are to be and to make 
happy, and there are men who are neither to make nor be 
made so ! 

Ah, how different and how superior our sweet father ! 
who never thinks of his authorship and fame at all, but 
who is respected for both by everybody for claiming no 
respect from anybody; and so. Heaven be praised. 
Dr. Burney and not Mr. Anstey gave birth to my Susan 
and to her F. B. 

Bath, Juhb 4. — To go on with Saturday evening. 

We left the Whalleys at nine, and then proceeded to 

Sir J. C , who had invited us to a concert at his 

house. 

We found such a crowd of chairs and carriages we 
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could hardly make our way. I had never seea any «f> 
the family, consisting of Sir J. and three daughters, bu^ 
had been particularly invited. The two rooms for the 
pany were quite full when ne arrived, and a largfr 
party was standing upon the first floor landing' 
Just as 1 got up stairs, 1 was much surprised to hear mf 
name called by a nian*s voice who stood in the crowA 
upon the landing-place, and who said, 

"MissBurney, better go up another 6ight (polDtiu^, 
up stairs) — if you'll take my advice, you'll go up^ 
another flight, for there's no room anywhere else." 

I then recollected the voice, for I could not see t! 
face, of Lord Mulgrave, and I began at first to supposs 
I must really do as he said, for there seemed not room 
for a sparrow, and I have heard the Sharp family ds 
actually send their company all over their house when' 
they give concerts. However, by degrees we squeeiej} 
ourselviis into the outer room, and then Mrs. Lambait; 

made way up to me, to introduce me to Miss C , wha 

is extremely liandsouie, genteel, and pleasing, thougl 
tonish, and who did the honours, in spite of the crowd, ia 
a manner to satisfy everybody. After that, she hereelll 
introduced nie to her next sister, Arabella, who is v 
fat, but not ugly. As to Sir J., he was seated behind a 
door in the music-room, where, being lame, he i 
obliged to keep still, and 1 never once saw his fac^ 
though I was upon the point of falling over him ; for, 8 
one time, as I had squeezed just into the music-room, ani 
was leaning against the door, which was open, and whid 
Lord Althorpe, the Duchess of Devonshire's brother, wa« 
also lolling against, the pressure pushed Sir James's- 
chair, and the door beginning to move, I thought v 
should have fallen backwards. Lord Althorpe moved' 
off instantly, and I started forwards without making anv 
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disturbance, and then Mr. Travell came to assure me 
all was safe behind the door, and so the matter rested 
quietly, though not without giving me a ridiculous 
fright. 

Mr. Travell, ma'am, if I have not yet introduced him 
to you, I must tell you is known throughout Bath by 
the name of Beau Travell ; he is a moat approved connois- 
seur in beauty, gives the ton to all the world, seta up 
young ladies in the beau moude, and is the sovereign 
arbitrator of fashions, and decider of fashionable people, 
I bad never the honour of being addressed by him before, 
though I have met him at the dean's and at Mrs. Lam- 
hart's. So you may believe I was properly struck. 

Though the rooms were so crowded, I saw but two 
faces I knew — Lord Huntingdon, whom I have drank 
tea with at Mrs. Cholmley's, and Miss Philips; but 
the rest were all showy tonish people, who are only to be 
seen by going to the rooms, which we never do. 

Some time after, Lord Mulgrave crowded in among UB, 
and cried out to me, 

" So you would not take my advice !" 

I told him he had really alarmed me, for I had taken 
him seriously. 

He laughed at the notion of sending me up to the 
garrets, and then poked himself into the concert-room. 

Oh, but I forgot to mention Dr. Harrington, with 
whom I had much conversation, and who was dry, 
comical, and very agreeable. I also saw Mr. Henry, 
but as Miss L was not present, nothing ensued. 

Miss C herself brought me a cup of ice, the room 

being so crowded that the man could not get near me. 
How ridiculous to invite so many more people than 
could be accommodated ! 

Lord Mulgrave was soon sick of the heat, and finding 
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me distressed what to do with my cap, he very good-ns- 
turedly took it from me, but carried not only that, but 
himseir also, away, which I did not equally rejoice 
at. 

You may laugh, perhaps, that I have all this time said 
never a word of the music, but the truth is I heard 
scarce a note. There were quartettos and OTertures hy 
gentlemen performers whose names and faces I knov 
not, and such was the never ceasing tattling and noise 
in the card-room, where I was kept almost all the even- 
ing, that a general humming of musical sounds, and now 
and then a twang;, was all 1 could hear. 

Nothing can well be more ridiculous than a concertof 
this sort ; and Dr. Harrington told me that the confusicm 
amongst the musicians, was equal to that amongst the 
company; for that, when called upon to open the con- 
cert, they found no music. The Miss C 's had pre- 
pared nothing, nor yet solicited their dilettanti's to pre- 
pare for them. Misa Harrington, his daughter, who 
played upon the harpsichord, and by the very Httle I 
could sometimes hear, I believe very well, complained 
that she had never touched so vile an instrument, and 
that she was quite disturbed at being obliged to plaf 
upon it. 

About the time that 1 got against the door, as I ban 
mentioned, of the music-room, the young ladies were pre- 
paring to perform, and with the assistance of Mr. Henry, 
they sang catches. Oh, such singing I worse squalli 
more out of tune, and more execrable in every respecj^j 
never did I hear. We did not get away till late. 

SuNDAY.^ — ^We had an excellent sermon from the 
Bishop of Peterborough, who preached merely at the re- 
quest of Mrs.Thrale, From the abbey we went to the 
ump-room, where we met Mrs. and Miss Byron, and I 
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gave Captaia Frodshara's message, or rather apologies, to 
Mrs. Byron, who, in her warm and rapid way toid me 
she thought it extremely ill-bred that he had not waited 
upon her, but consented to receive him if he thought 
proper to come, and I undertook to let him know the 
same through Miss Leigh. 

At the pump-room we also saw the beautiful Mies 
Ditcher, Richardson's grand-daughter, Mr. Whalley, &c. 
But what gave me most pleasure was meeting with 
Miss Cooper, and hearing from her that Mrs. Carter was 
come to Bath, though only for that very day, in her way 
somewhere farther. I have long languished to see Mrs, 
Carter, and I entreated Miss Cooper to present me to 
her, which she most readily undertook to do, and said 
we should meet her upon the parade. Miss F. Bowdler 
joined us, and we all walked |away in search of her, but 
to no purpose ; Mrs. Tlirale, therefore, accompanied Miss 
Cooper to York House, where she was to repose that 
night, purposely to invite her to spend the evening with 
us. 

She could not, however, make her promise, but 
brought us some hopes. 

At dinner we had the Bishop and Dr. Harrington j and 
the bishop, who was in very high spirits, proposed a 
frolic, which was, that we should ail go to Spring Gar- 
dens, where he should give us tea, and thence proceed to 
Mr. Ferry's, to see a very curious house and garden, 
Mrs. Thrale pleaded that she had invited company to tea 
at home, but the bishop said we would go early, and 
should return in time, and was so gaily authoritative that 
he gained his point. He had been so long accustomed 
to command, when master of Westminster school, that 
he cannot prevail with himself, I believe, ever to be over- 
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Dr. Harrington was engaged toapatie[it,andcouldnot 
be of our party. But tiie tliree Thrates, the biabop, and 
I, parRued our scheme, crossed the Avon, had a sweet 
walk through the meadows, and drank tea at Spring 
Gardens, where the bishop did the honours with a spirit^ 
a gaiety, and an activity that joviahsed us all, and really 
we were prodigiously lively. We then walked on to Mr. 
Ferry's habitation. 

Mr. Ferry is a Bath alderman ; his house and garden 
exhibit the house and garden of Mr. Tattersall, enlarged. 
Just the same taste prevails, the game paltry ornaments, 
the eame crowd of buildings, the same unmeaning deco- 
rations, and the same unsuccessful attempts at making 
something of nothing. 

They kept us half an hour in the garden, while the^ 
were preparing for our reception in the house, whertr 
after parading through four or five little vulgarly showy 
closets, not rooms, we were conducted into a very gaudy 
little apartment, where the master of the house sat reclin* 
ingon his arm, as if in contemplation, thoush everything; 
conspired to show that the house and its inhabitants wer» 
carefully arranged for our reception. The bishop ha4 
sentin his name by way of gaining admission. 

The bishop, with a gravity of demeanour difficult to 
himself to sustain, apologised for our intrusion, and re* 
turned thanks for seeing the house and garden. Mr, 
Ferry started from his pensive attitude, and begged us to 
be seated, and then a curtain was drawn, and we ] 
ceived through a glass a perspective view of ships, boat^ 
and water! This raree-show over, the maid who offi- 
ciated as show-woman had a hint given her, and presently 
a trap-door opened, and up jumped a covered table, or- 
namented with various devices. When we had e> 
mr delight at this long enough to satisfy Mr. Ferry,, 
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another hint was given, and presently down dropped an 
eagle from tiie ceiling, whose talons were put into a 
certain hook at the top of the covering of the table, and 
when the admiration at this was over, up agaia ffew the 
eagle, conveying in his talons the cover, and leaving 
under it a repast of cakes, sweetmeats, oranges, and 
jellies. 

When our raptures upon this feat subsided, the mmd 
received another signal, and then seated herself in an 
armchair, which presently sunk down underground, and 
up in its room came a barber's block, with a vast quantity 
of black wool on it, and a high head-dress. 

This, you may be sure, was more applauded than all 
the rest ; we were en extase, and having properly ex- 
pressed our gratitude, were soon after suffered to de- 
camp. 

You may easily believe that these sights occasioned 
us a good merry walk home ; indeed we laughed all the 
way, and thought but little how time went till we were 
again crossing the Avon, when we were reminded of it by 
seeing the windows full of company. 

This was the worst part of the story. Mrs. Thrale 
was in horrid confusion, but as the bishop gave her abso- 
lution, her apologies were very goodnaturedly accepted in 
general. But Mrs. Byron, half affronted, had decamped 
before we returned, and Mr. Traveil, the beau, looked 
very grim at this breach of etiquette, and made his bow 
just after we returned. But what was to me most vexa- 
tious, was finding that Mrs. Carter had been waiting for 
us near an hour. The loss of her company I most sin- 
cerely regretted, because it was irretrievable, as she was 
to leave Bath nest day. 

The rest of the party waiting consisted of Miss Cooper, 
JMi^ses F. and Harriet Bowdler, Miss Sharp, who is 
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always with Mi-s. Carter, Mrs. Lambart, and luy gentle 
fiieiid Augusta. The two latter had been to Spring 
Gardens in search of us, where they had drank tea, bi^ 
we were then at Mr. Ferry's. M 

As soon as the general apolngies were over, Mis*^ 
Cooper, who knew my earnest desire of being introduced 
to Mrs. Carter, kindly came up to me, and taking my 
hand, led me to her venerable friend, and told her who [. 
was. Mrs. Carter arose, and received me with a smilii 
air of benevolence that more than answered all my 
pectations of her. She is really a noble^looking woman 
I never saw age so graceful in the female eex yet; hi 
whole face seems to beam with goodness, piety, and phi- 
lanthropy. 

She told me she had lately seen some relations 
mine at Mrs. Ord's, who had greatly delighted her 
their musical talents — meaning, I found, Mr. Burney and 
our Etty; and she said something further in their praise, 
and of the pleasure they bad given her; but as I waa 
standing in a large circle, all looking on, and a& I kepfc 
her standing, I hardly could understand what she 
and Boon after returned to my seat. 

She scarce stayed three minutes longer. When she 
had left the room, I could not forbear following her to tbe 
head of the stairs, on the pretence of inquiring for her 
cloak. She then turned round to me,and looking at 
with an air of much kindness, said, "Miss Burney, 
have been greatly obliged to you long before I have se( 
you, and must now thank you for the very great enl 
tainment you have given me." 

This was so unexpected a compliment that I was 
much astonished to make any answer. However, I 
very proud of it from Mrs. Carter, and I will not fail to I 
seek another meeting with her when I return to town.—-] 
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which I shall be able enough to do by means of Miss 
Cooper, or Miss Ord, or Mrs. Pepys. 

You are, indeed, a most good and sweet girl for writing 
80 copiously, and you oblige and indulge me more than I 
can express. 

Well, after I had read your letter, I went to the Belvi- 
dere, to call upon Mrs. and Mise Leigh, and made Mr. 
Thrale accompany me by way of exercise, for the Belvi- 
dere is near a mile from our house, and all up hill. 

Mrs. Leigh and her fair daughter received me with 
their usual kindness, which, indeed, is quite affectionate, 
and I found with them Miss Harriet Bowdler and Cap- 
tain Frodsham. I negotiated matters with all the ad- 
dress in my power, and softened Mrs. Byron's haughty 
permission into a very civil invitation, which I hoped 
would occasion an agreeable meeting. Captain Frod- 
sham is a very sensible, well-bred and pleasing young 
man : he returned me many thanks for my interference, 
and said he would wait upon Mrs. Byron very speedily. 

We made a long visit here, as the people were mighty 
likeable, and then Miss Harriet Bowdler, Miss Leigh, 
and Captain Frodsham accompanied us to the parade, 
i. e. home. 

In the evening we all went to Mra. Cholmley's, where 
we met Mrs. Poyntz, and were, as usual at that house, 
sociable, cheerful, aud easy. 

Tuesday.— This morning, by appointment, we met a 
party at the pump-room, thence to proceed to Spring 
Gardens, to a public breakfast. The folks, however, 
were not to their time, and we sallied forth only with the 
addition of Miss Weston and Miss Byron. 

As soon as we entered the gardens, Augusta, who had 
bold of my arm, called out, " Ah ! there's the man I 
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danced with at the ball ! and he plagued me to death, 
asking tne if I liked this, and that, and the other, and, 
when I said ' No,' he asked me what I did like ? So, I 
suppose he thought me a fool, and so, indeed, I am! 
only you are so good to me that I wrote my sister Sophy 
word you had almost made me quite vain ; and she wrote 
to me t'other day a private letter, and told me how glad 
she was you were come back, for, indeed, I had wi-itten 
her word I should be quite sick of my life here, if it was 
not for sometimes seeing you." 

The gentleman to whom she pointed presently maile 
up to us, and I found he was Captain Bouchier, the same 
who had rattled away at Mr. Whalley's. He instantly 
joined Miss Weston and consequently our party, and 
was in the same style of flighty raillery as before. He 
seems to have a very good understanding, and very quick 
parts, but he is rather too conscious of both : however, he 
was really very entertaining, and as he abided wholly by 
Miss Weston, whose delicacy gave way to gaiety and 
flash, whether she would or not, I was very glad that b 
made one among us. 

The rest of the company soon came, and were Mr. 
Mrs. Whalley, Mrs. Lambart, Mrs. Aubrey, Colonel 
Campbell, an old officer and old acquaintance of Mr. 
Thrale, and some others, both male and female, whose 
names I know not. 

We all sat in one box, but we had three tea-makei 
Miss Weston presided at that to which I belonged, au 
Augusta, Captain Bouchier, and herself were of our set. 
And gay enough we were, for the careless rattle of 
Captain Bouchier, which paid no regard to the daintiness 
of Miss Weston, made her obliged, in her own defence, to 
abate her finery, and laugh, and rally, and rail, in hec 
turn. But, at last, I really began to fear that this. 



latl^H 

r. ai4| 
lonel 
Mr. 
fhose 

"'9 




"OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 369 

flighty officer would bring on a serious quarrel, for, 
among other subjects he was sportingj he unfortunately 
started that of the Butli Easton vase, which he ridiculed 
without mercy, and yet, according to all I have heard of it, 
without any injustice ; but Mrs. Whalley, who overheard 
him, was quite irritated with him. Sir John and Lady 
Miller are her friends, and she thought it incumbent 
upon her to vindicate even this vain folly, which she did 
weakly and warmly, while Captain Bouchier only 
laughed and ridiculed them the more. Mrs, Whalley 
then coloured, and grew quite enraged, reasoning upon 
the wickedness of laughing at her good friends, and 
talking of generosity and sentiment. Meanwhile, he 
scampered from side to side, to avoid her; laughed, 
shouted, and tried every way of braving it out; but was 
compelled at last to be serious, and enter into a solemn 
defence of his intentions, which were, he said, to ridicule 
the vase, not the Millers. 

In the evening we went to Mrs. Lambart's ; but of that 
visit, in which I made a very extraordinary new acquaint- 
ance, in my^next packet; for this will not hold the 
account. 

Wednksday. — To go on with Mrs. Lambart. The 
party was Mr. and Mrs. Vanhrugh — the former a 
good sort of man — the latter, Captain Bouchier says, 
reckons herself a woman of humour, but she kept it pro- 
digious snug; Lord Huntingdon, a very deaf old lord; 
Sir Robert Pigot, a very thin old baronet ; Mr. Tyson, a 
very civil master of the ceremonies; Mr. and Mrs. 

White, a very insignificant couple ; Sir James C , a 

bawling old man ; two Misses C , a pair of tonish 

misses ; Mrs. and Miss Byron; Miss W , and certain 

others I knew nothing of, 

Augusta Byron, according to custom, had entered into 
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convereation with me, and we were talking about 1 

sisters, and her affairs, when Mr. E (whose namef 

forgot to mention), came to iiiform me that Mrs. Lai 
bart begged to speak to me. She was upon a sofa v 

Miss W -, who, it seemed, desired much to be int* 

dueed to uie, and go I took a chair facing them. 

Miss W is young and pleasing in her appearam 

not pretty, but agreeable in her face, and soft, gentle, 
1 her manners. Our conversation, for 
upon the common Batli topics; but 
when Mrs. Lanibart left us — called to receive more coi 
pany — we went insensibly into graver matters. 

As I soon found, by the looks and expressions of 
young lady, that she was of a peculiar cast, I left all 
choice of subjects to herself, determined quietly to follow 
as she led ; and very soon, and I am sure I know not 
bow, we had for topics the follies and vices of mankind, 
and, indeed, she spared not for lashing them. The 
women she rather excused than defended, laying to the 
door of the men their faults and imperfections; but 
men, she said, were all bad — all, in one word, and wil 
out exception, sensualists! 

I stared much at a severity of speech for which 
softness of manner bad so ill prepared me ; and 
perceiving my surprise, said, 

" I am sure I ought to apologise for speaking my 
opinion to you — you, who have so just and so uncomrooa 
a knowledge of human nature. 1 have long wished 
ardently to have the honourof conversing with yoii; 
your party has, altogether, been regarded as so formidal 
that I have not had courage to approach it." 

I made — as what could I do else? — disqualifying 
speeches, and she then led to discoursing of happiness 
and misery : the latter she held to be the invariable lot 
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of us all ; and " one word," she added, " we have in our 
language, and in all others, for which there is never any 
essential necessity, and that is — pleasure .'" And her eyes 
filled with tears as she spoke. 

" How you amaze me I" ciied I ; " I have met with 
misanthropes before, but never with so complete a one; 
and I can hardly think I hear right when I see how 
young you are !" 

She then, in rather indirect terms, gave me to under- 
stand that she was miserable at home, and in very direct 
terms, that she was wretched abroad; and openly said, 
that to afQiction she was born, and in affliction she must 
die, for that the world was so vilely formed as to render 
happiness impossible for its inhabitants. 

There was something in this freedom of repining that 
I could by no means approve, and, as I found by all her 
manner that she hud a disposition to even respect whatever 
I said, I now grew very serious, and frankly told her 
that I could not think it consistent with either truth or 
religion to cherish such notions. 

" One thing," answered she, " there is, which I believe 
might make me happy, but for that I have no inclination : 
it is an amorous disposition; but that I do not possess. 
I can make myself no happiness by intrigue." 

" I hope not, indeed !" cried I, almost confounded by 
her extraordinary notions and speeches; "but, surely, 
there are worthier subjects of happiness attainable !" 

" No, I believe there are not, and the reason the meo 
are happier than us, is because they are more sensual!" 

" I would not think such thoughts," cried 1, clasping 
my hands with an involuntary vehemence, " for worlds !" 

The Misses C then interrupted us, and seated 

themselves next to us; but Miss W paid them littla 

attention at first, and soon after none at all; but, in alow 
2 B 3 



voice, continued her discourse with me, recurring to the 
same subject of happiness and misery, upon which, aft 
again assertino; the folly of ever hoping for the former, 
made thie speech, 

"There may be, indeed, one moment of happiti< 
which must be the finding one worthy of exciting a 
passion which one should dare own to himself. That 
would, indeed, be a moment worth living for ! but that 
can never happen — I am sure, not to me — the men are 60 
low, so vicious, so worthless ! No, there is not one audi 
to be found !" J 

What a, strange girl I I could do little more than lislM 
to her, from surprise at all she said. % 

" If, however,'' she continued, " 1 had your talents I 
could, bad as this world is, be happy in it. There is 
nothing, there is nobody I envy like you. With such 
resources as yours there can never be ennui ; the mind 
may always be employed, and always be gay ! Oh, if I 
could write as you write !" 

" Try,' cried I, " that is all that is wanting : try, 
you will soon do much better things !" 

" O no ! I have tried, but I cannot succeed, 

" Perhaps you are too diffident. But is it possible you 
can be serious in so dreadful an assertion as that you are 
never happy ? Are you sure that some real misfortune 
would not show you that your present misery is 
ginary ?" 

" I don't know," answered she, looking down, 
haps it is so, — but in that case 'tis a misery so much 
harder to be cured." 

" You surprise me more and more," cried I 
possible you can so rationally see the disease of a 
disordered imaginatiouj and yet allovv it such power over 
your mind?" 
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^* Yes, for it is the only source from which I draw any 
shadow of felicity. Sometimes when in the country, I 
give way to my imagination for whole days, and then I 
forget the world and its cares, and feel some enjoyment of 
existence.'^ 

" Tell me what is then your notion of felicity ? Whi- 
ther does your castle-building carry you?'' 

*' O, quite out of the world — I know not where, but I 
am surrounded with sylphs, and I forget everything be- 
sides." 

*^ Well, you are a most extraordinary character, indeed ; 
I must confess I have seen nothing like you !" 

" I hope, however, I shall find something like myself, 
and, like the magnet rolling in the dust, attract some 
metal as I go." 

*^ That you may attract what you please, is of all things 
the most likely ; but if you wait to be happy for a friend 
resembling yourself, I shall no longer wonder at your 
despondency.'* 

** Oh !" cried she, raising her eyes in ecstasy, " could I 
find such a one J — male or female — for sex would be in- 
different to me. With such a one I would go to live di- 
rectly.*' 

I half laughed, but was perplexed in my own mind 
whether to be sad or merry at such a speech. 

" But then,'' she continued, '^ after making, should 
I lose such a friend, I would not survive." 

'^ Not survive?" repeated I, *' what can you mean?" 

She looked down, but said nothing. 

" Surely you cannot mean," said I, very gravely in- 
deed, " to put a violent end to your life ?" 

*^ I should not," said she, again looking up, *' hesitate 
a moment.'' 

I was quite thunderstruck^ and for some time could 
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not say a word ; but when I did speak, it was in a 
of exhortation so serious and earnest, I s 
write it to you, lest you should think it too much. 

She gave me an attention that was even respectful, ^ 
when I urged her to tell ine by what right she thougltt 
Herself entitled to rush unlicensed on eternity, she 8i 
" By the right of believing I shall be extinct." 

I really felt horror-struck. 

" Wbere, for Heaven's sake," I cried, "where 1 
you picked up such dreadful reasoning?" 

"In Hume," said sbe; "I have read his Essays t 
peatedly." 

" I am sorry to find they have power to do so much n 
chief, you should not have read them, at least till a n 
equal to Hume in abilities had answered him. Have yoj 
read any more infidel writers?" 

" Yes, Bolingbroke, the divinest of all writers." 

" And do you read nothing upon the riglit side 1" 

"Yes, the Bible, till I was sick to death of it, 
Sunday evening to my mother." 

" Have you read BeatLie on the Immutability i 
Truth ?" 

"No." 

" Give me li 
Hume's Essajn 
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Nor shall the pile of hope Hii mercy rear*d 

By vain philosophy be e'er destroyed ; 
Eternity — by all, or wished, or fear'd, 

Shall be by all, or suffered — or enjoyed ! 

This was the chief of our conversation, which indeed 
made an impression upon me I shall not easily get rid of. 
A young and agreeable infidel is even a shocking sight, 
and with her romantic, flighty, and unguarded turn of 
mind, what could happen to her that could give sur- 
prise ? 

Poor misguided girl ! I heartily indeed wish she was 
in good hands. She is in a very dangerous situation, 
with ideas so loose of religion, and so enthusiastic of 
love. What, indeed, is there to restrain an infidel, who 
has no belief in a future state, from sin and evil of any 
sort? 

Before we left Mrs. Lambart, Mrs. Byron took me 
aside to beg I would go and make her peace with Captaia 
Frodsham. Droll enough to have the tables so turned. 
She feared, she said, that she had offended him by cer- 
tain unfortunate reflections she had inadvertently cast 
upon some officers to whom he was related. The parti- 
culars would but tire you ; but I readily undertook the 
commission, and assured her I was certain such conde- 
scension on her part would make the captain all her 
own. 

Augusta, with her usual sweetness, lamented seeing so 

little of me, as Miss W had occupied me solely ; but 

said she did not wonder, and had no right to complain^ 
as she wished to do the same. She is, indeed, quite ro* 
mantic in her partiality. 

Thursday. — In the morning I walked to the Belvi- 
dere, to execute my commission. Captain Frodsham I 
met at Mrs. Leigh's, and began my treaty of peace, but 
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goon found he had taken no offence, but, on the contrary, 
had been much charmed with Mrs. Byron's conversation 
and vivacity. I had therefore soon done, and having 
spent an hour with them very agreeably, I proceeded to 
Mrs. Byron, to tell her the success of the negotiation. 
Augusta walked back with me, but on the South Parade 
we met Miss C ^ who joined me, and then the bash- 
ful Augusta would not go another step, but hastily shook 
my hand and ran away. 

At night, however, we met again, as we had a party at 
home, consisting of the Byrons, Dean of Ossory, Mrs. 
and Charlotte Lewis, Mrs. Lambart, and Dr. Finch. 

Dr. Finch is a tall, large, rather handsome, smiling, and 
self-complacent clei^man. He talked very much of an 
old lady here aged 90, who was very agreeable, and upon 
inquiry I found she was Mrs. Ord's mother, Mrs. Delling- 
bam. I could not forbear wishing to see her, and then 
Dr. Finch, who lodges in the same house with her, was 
very pressing to introduce me to her. I could not agree 
to so abrupt an intrusion, but I did not object to bis 
making overtures for such a meeting, as my affection and 
respect for Mrs. Ord made me extremely wish to see her 
mother. 

Friday.— Early this morning I received my Susan's 
second packet of this second Bath journey. The remain- 
ing account of the miserere concert is very entertaining, 
and Rauzzini's badinage diverted me much. 

I have nobody to tell you of here that you care a fig 
for, but not caring, you may sometimes have a chance 
of being diverted, —so on I go. 

This morning by appointment I was to breakfast with 
Miss Leigh. Just as I came to the pump-room, I met 
Mr. and Mrs. Cholmley. The latter shook hands 
with me, and said she should leave Bath in a day or two« 
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I was very sorry for it, as she is a real loss to me. Oa 
then I posted, and presently before me I perceived Lord 
Mulgrave, As I was rather hurried, I meant to take an 
adroit turn to pass him, but he was in a frisky humour, 
and danced before me from side to side to stop me, say- 
ing, " Why where now, where are you posting so fast ?" 

I then halted, and we talked a little talk of the Thrales, 
of the weather, Stc, and then finding he was at his old 
trick of standing still before me, without seeming to have 
any intention we should separate, though I did not find 
he had anything more to say, I rather abruptly wished 
him good morning and whisked off. 

I had, however, only gone another street ere I again en- 
countered him, and then we both laughed, and he walked 
on with me. He himself Jives at the Belvidere, and very 
goodliumouredly made my pace his, and chatted with me 
all the way, till I stopped at Mrs. Leigh's. Our confa- 
bulation however was all about Bath matters and 
people, and therefore will not bear writing, though I 
assure you it was pretty enough, and of half a mile's 
length. 

At the Leigha' I found Harriet Bowdler, and passed 
the morning very comfortably. 

In the evening was the last ball expected to be at Bath 
this season, and therefore knowing we could go to no 
other, it was settled we should go to this. Of our party 
were Mrs. Byron and Augusta, Miss Philips, and Char- 
lotte Lewis. 

Mrs. Byron was placed at the upper end of the room 
by Mr. Tyson, because she is lionourahle, and her daugh- 
ter next to her ; L of course, the lowest of our party; 
but the moment Mr. Tyson had arranged us, Augusta 
arose, and nothing would satisfy her but taking a seat 
not only next to but below me ; nor could I for my life 
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get the better of theafTectionate Immllity with which 
quite supphcated ine to be content. She was soon a 
followed by Captain Brisbane, a young officer who hi 
met her in Spring Gardens, and seemed much struck 
her, and was now presented to lier by Mr. Tyson for 
partner. 

Captain Brisbane is a very pretty sort of young mi 
but did not much enliven us. Soon after I percei 
Captain Bouehier, who,after talking some time with Mrs. 
Thrale, and various parties, made up to ufi, and upon 
Augusta's being called upon to dance a minuet, took h< 
place, and began a very lively sort of chit-chat, 

I had, however, no small difficulty to keep him froi 
abusing my friend Augusta. He had once danced wit 
her, and their commerce had not been much to her a( 
vantage. I defended her upon the score of her amiabl 
simplicity and unaffected ingenuousness, but I could n 
have the courage to contradict him when he said he ht 
nonotionshe was very brilliant by the conversation heh) 
had with her. Augusta, indeed, is nothing less thi 
brilliant: but she is natural, artless, and very a fleet ionat 
Just before she went to dance her minuet, upon my ai 
miring her bouquet, which was the most beautiful in tl 
room, she tore from it the only two mosa roses in it, at 
so spoilt it all before her exliibition, merely that I mim 
have the best of it. 

Country dances were now preparing, and after a litt 
further chat, Captain Bouehier asked me for the bonoi 
of my hand, but I had previously resolved not to dance 
and therefore declined his offer. But he took, of the t 
den, a fancy to prate with me, and therefore budged 
after the refusal. 

He told me this was the worst ball for company tt 
had been the whole season ; and, with a wicked 
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that was too significant to be misunderstood, said, 
" And, as you have been to uo other, perhaps you will 
give this for a specimen of a Bath ball '." 

He told me he had very lately met with Hannah More, 
and then mentioned Mrs. Montagu and Mrs. Carter, 
whence he took occasion to say most high and fine 
things of the ladies of the present age, — their writings, 
and talents ; and I soon found he had no small reverence 
for us blue-stockings. 

About thia time Charlotte, who had confessedly 
dressed herself for dancing, but whose pretty face had 
by some means been overlooked, drawled towards us, 
and asked me why I would not dance? 

" I never intended it," said I ; " but I hoped to have 
seen you." 

"No," said she, yawning, " no more shall I, — I don't 
choose it." 

"Don't you?" said Captain Bouchier, diily, "why 
not?" 

" Why, because I don't like it." 

*' fie !" cried he ; " consider how cruel that is." 

" I must consider myself," said she, pertly; "for I 
don't choose to heat myself this hot weather." 

Just then, a young man came forward, and requested 
her hand. She coloured, looked excessively silly, and 
walked off with him to join the dancers. 

When, between the dances, she came our way, he 
plagued her, a ta Sir Clement. 

" Well," cried he, " so you have been dancing thia 
hot night I 1 thought you would have considered your- 
self better ?" 

" Ob," said she, " I could not help it — I had much 
rather not; — it was quite disagreeable to me." 
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"No, no, — pardon me there!" said he, maliciously; 
" I saw pleasure dance first in your eyes ; I never saw 
you look, more delighted: you were quite the queen 

smiles!" 

She looked as if she could have killed him; and 
from giddiness and good-humour, was compelled to JMV 
io the laugh. 

After this we went to tea. When that was over, and we 
all relumed to the ball-room, Captain Bouchier followed 
me, and again took a seat nest mine, which he kept, 
without once moving, the whole night. 

He again applied to me to dance, but I was more 
steady than Charlotte; and he was called upon, and 
reproached by Captain Brisbane and others for sitting 
still when there were so fewdancers; but he told them 
he could not endure being pressed into the 
serving at all under the master of the ceremoni 

Well, I have no more time for particulars, though wS' 
had much more converse; for so it happened that w» 
talked all the evening almost together, as Mrs. Thrale 
and Mrs. Byron were engaged with each other: Miss 
Thrale, who did not dance, was fairly jockeyed out of 
her place next me by Captain Boucbier, and the other 
young ladies were with their partners. 

Before we broke up, this Captain asked me if I should 
be at the play next night? — "Yes," I could not but 
say, as we had had places taken some time ; but I did 
not half like it, for his manner of asking plainly implied] 
" If you go, why / will !'' 

When we made our exit, he saw me safe out of' 
rooms, with as much attention as if we^had actually 
partners. As we were near home we did not get into 
chairs ; and Mr. Travell joined us in our walk. 
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"Why, what a flirtation!" cried Mrs. Thrale; '^why, 
Bumey, this is a man of taste ! — Pray, Mr. Travell, will 
it do? What has he?" 

"Twenty thousand pounds^ ma'am,*' answered the 
beau. 

" O ho ! has he so ?— Well, well, we'll think of it." 

Finding her so facetious, I determined not to acquaint 
her with the query concerning the play, knowing that, if 
I did, and he appeared there, she would be outrageous in 
merriment. She is a most dear creature, but never 
restrains her tongue in anything, nor, indeed, any of her 
feelings: — she laughs, cries, scolds, sports, reasons, 
makes fun, — does everything she has an inclination to 
do, without any study of prudence, or thought of blame ; 
and pure and artless as is this character, it often draws 
both herself and others into scrapes, which a little dis« 
cretion would avoid. 
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PART IX. 

1780. 

Bath Diory resumed. 

June. — I feel myself iDclined, my dearest Susy, 
to do nothing now but write to you; and so many 
packets do I owe you^ that le devoir here joins 
rinclination. 

I left off with Friday's ball. 

Saturday morning I spent in visiting, — when I took 
leave of the Cholmleys, called on the Lewis's, Kynaston, 
Weston, Whalley, Mrs. Lambart and the Bowdlers. 

At dinner we had Mrs. Lambart and Colonel Camp- 
bell. AH the discourse was upon Augusta Byron's 
having made a conquest of Captain Brisbane, and the 
match was soon concluded upon, — at least, they all 
allowed it would be decided this night, when she was to 
go with us to the play ; and if Captain Brisbane was 
there, why then he was in for «V, and the thing was done. 

Well — Augusta came at the usual time; Colonel 
Campbell took leave, but Mrs. Lambart accompanied us 
to the play: and, in the lobby, the first object we saw 
was Captain Brisbane, i? He immediately advanced to 
us, and, joining our party, followed us into our box. 

Nothing could equal the wickedness of Mrs. Thrale 
and Mrs. Lambart ; they smiled at each other with such 
significance! Fortunately, however, Augusta did not 
observe them. 
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Well, we took our seats, and Captain Brisbane, by 
getting into the next box, on a bne with ours, placed 
himself next to Augusta: but, hardly had Mrs, T. and 
L, composed their faces, ere I heard the box-door open. 
£very one looked round but me, and I had reasons for 
avoiding such curiosity, — reasons well enough founded, 
for instantly grins, broader than before, widened the 
mouths of the two married ladies, while even Miss 
Thrale began a titter that half choaked her, and Augusta, 
nodding to me with an arch smirk, said, " Miss Burney, 
I wish you joy !" 

To be sure I could have no doubt who entered, but, 
very innocently, I demanded of them all the cause of 
their mirth. They scrupled not explaining themselves j 
and I found my caution, in not mentioning the query that 
had been put to me, availed me nothing, for the Captain 
was already a marked man in my service ! 

He placed himself exactly behind me, but very quietly 
and silently, and did not, for some minutes, speak to me ; 
afterwards, however, he did a little, — except when my 
favourite, Mr. Lee, who acted Old Norval, in ' Douglas,' 
was on the stage, and then he was strictly silent. I am 
in no cue to write our discourse ; but it was pleasant 
and entertaining enough at the time, and his observa- 
tions upon the play and the players were lively and 
comical. But I wae prodigiously worried by ray own 
party, who took every opportunity to inquire how I was 
entertained, and so forth, — and to snigger. 

Two young ladies, who seemed about eighteen, atid 
sat above us, were so much shocked by the death of 
Douglas, that they both burst into a loud fit of roaring, 
like little children, — and sobbed on, afterwards, for 
almost half the farce! 1 was quite astonished; and 
Miss Weston complained that they really disturbed her 

VOL. I. 2 c 
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sorrows ; but Captain Bouchier was highly diverted^ and 
went to give them comfort, as if they had been babies, 
telling them it was all over, and that they need not cry 
any more. 

Sunday. — In the morning, after charch-time, I spent 
an hour or two in looking over the abbey-church, and 
reading epitaphs ,—Tamong which, Grarrick^s on Quin 
was much the best There is a monument erected, also, 
for Sarah Fielding, who wrote " David Simple,'^ by Dr. 
Hoadley. 

Will any future doctor do as much by me ? 

In the afternoon I called upon the Leighs, to take 
leave, as they were going from Bath next day. Mrs. 
Leigh was out, but her daughter kept me to the last 
minute another engagement would allow, and then took 
quite a kind and friendly farewell. She is really so 
sensible, so well-bred, and so engaging, that I shall 
always be very happy to meet with her. I gave her our 
direction^ and she promised to make use of it. 

From her I went to Mrs. Byron'*s, where the Thrales 
were already, and a large party : Lord Mulgrave, Mrs. 
Yanbrugh, Mrs. Lambart, Captains Brisbane and Frod- 
sharo. Beau Travell, Mr. Tyson, the Hon. Mr. Wynd- 
ham, brother to Lord Egremont, and Mr. Chad wick. 

Though the party was so good, I have not a word to 
write concerning it, for I only conversed with Augusta 
and, on her account. Captain Brisbane; and though she 
is a very sweet girl, she is not, as Captain Bouchier 
said, very brilliant, and therefore I should not dazzle you 
with much wit in recording our speeches. 

Monday. — At breakfast, Mrs. Thrale said, 

** Ah, you never tell me your love-secrets, but I could 
tell you one if I chose it !" 

This produced entreaties — and entreaties thus much 
Urther — 
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"Why, I know very well who is in love with Fanny 
Burney !" 

I told her that was more than I did, but owned it was 
not difficult to me to guess who she meant, though I could 
not tell what. 

" Captain Bouchier," said she. " But you did not fell 
me so, nor he either; I had it from Mr. Tyson, our 
master of the ceremonies, who told me you made a con- 
quest of him at the ball ; and he knows these matters 
pretty well ; 'tis his trade to know them." 

" VVelladay i" quoth I — " 'tis unlucky we did not meet 
a little sooner, for this very day he is ordered away witli 
hie troop into Norfolk." 

After breakfast, F:mny BomdJer called upon me, and 
we were iete-a-tete all the morning. She is an extraor- 
dinary good tSce-d-tete, and I did not think her the less 
agreeable, I suppose, for telling me that Mrs. Carter has 
condescended to speak of me in very flattering terms 
since our meeting. 

She told me also that Miss Leigh is soon to be mar- 
ried to Captain Frodshani. I am very glad of it, as 
they seem very deserving of each other, and will make 
a most agreeable and sensible pair. 

In the evening we were at the Vanbrughs', where we 

met Mr,, Mrs., and Miss G , all three mighty tonish 

folks; the Mr. in a common and heavy way, the Mrs. 
in an insolent, overbearing way, and the Miss in a shy, 
proud, stiff way. Also the goodhumoured Dr. Maning- 
bam,and Mrs. and Miss ditto, of no characters apparent; 
Miss Jones, an ugly, sensible, reserved woman; her 
father — I know not what; Mr. Tom Pitt, a prosing, 
conceited man of fashion, and sense to boot; Mrs, Lam- 
bart, Mrs, Byron, and some others I know not. 

All the early part of the evening Miss Thrale and I 
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sat together ; but afterwards Mrs. Tfarale, who was at 
another part of the room, called me over^ and said, 

'' Come, Miss Burney, come and tell Mrs. Lambart 
about these green rails at Clifton." 

And so saying, she gave me her seat, which was be- 
tween Mrs. Lambart and Mrs. Byron, and walked away 
to other folks. 

I found they had all been laughing about some house 
upon CUfton Hill with green rails, which Mrs. Lambart 
vowed was Mrs, Beaumont's^ and said she was sure I 
must have meant it should seem such : and a sportively 
complimentary conversation took place, and lasted till 

Mrs. G , having cut out at cards, with an air of ton- 

ish stateliness approached us, and seating herself by 
Mrs. Lambart, and nearly opposite to me, fixed her eyes 
on my face, and examined it with a superb dignity of as- 
surance that made me hardly know what I said, in my 
answers to Mrs. Lambart and Mrs. Byron. 

Having looked in silence till she was tired, in which I 
must own 1 felt some sympathy, she whispered Mrs. 
Lamoart, 

'' Is that Miss Bumey ?" 

^^ Yes," re-whispered Mrs. Lambart ; " shall I intro- 
duce her to you?" 

*^ No, no," answered she, '^ 1 can do that well 
enough." 

This, though all in very low voices, I was too near not 
to hear ; and I began to feel monstrous glumpy upon this 
last speech, which indeed was impertinent enough. 

Soon after, this high lady said, 

*^ Were you ever in Bath before. Miss Bumey ?" 

'* Yes, ma^am," I replied, very drily ; and to show how 
little I should stoop the lower for her airs, I instantly 
went on talking with Mrs. Byron, without allowing her 
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an opportunity for the conference she seemed opening. 
Characters of this sort always make me as proud as they 
are themselves ; while the avidity with which Mrs, 
Byron honours, and the kindness with which Mrs. Thrale 
delights me, make lue ready to kiss even the dust that 
falls from their feet. 

Having now, therefore, reanimated my courage, I took 
a fit of talking, and made my own part good, and then 
I less minded her busy eyes, which never a moment 
spared me. 

This lasted till Mrs. Thrale again joined us, and sat 

down next to Mrs. G , who, in a few minutes, said 

to her in a whisper, 

"She is just what 1 have heard — I like her vastly." 

This quite amazed me, for her whisper was unavoid- 
ably heard by me, as we all sat cheek by jowl ; and pre- 
sently she'repeated with yet more earnestness, 

" I like her of all things." 

" Yes, she is a sweet creature indeed," answered my 
dear puffer; " and I am sure I love her dearly-" 

Afterwards she asked Mrs. Tlirale a hundred questions 
concerning Dr. Johnson, with an air and an abruptness 
that provoked her so she could hardly answer her; 
and when Mrs. Lambart again hinted at the greea 

rails, Mrs. G , looking at me with asmile the softest 

she could assume, said, 

" I am a great admirer of ' Evelina' — I think it has 
Tery great merit." 

And I dare say she thought the praise of Dr. Johnson 
had never been half so flattering to me. 

Tuesday evening we spent at the Dean of Ossory's. 
We met no company there but Dr. Finch, who appointed 
the next morning for presenting me to Mrs. Dellingham. 
(N.B. I hope I have mentioned this doctor is married. 
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otbenrise yon nay be justly aod craelly ahtmed 
jny rcpatatioo.) 

All mr afternoon was deTOted to Charlotte 
whose wild giddy aonsenfe entertained uie pasfiing 

O Heavens I 1 forgot thai Beau Travell was there 
and juEt before we went, he carae up to Charlotte and 
me, to upbraid as for talking only to each other, and thea 
he Bald, 

" I am eorry. Miss Burner, that your friend Ci 
Bouchier id gone; be is ordered directly into Ni 
folk." 

Out friendship, 1 told him, was quite long enoogh 
duration to make us vastly afflicted that it was brol 
up. 

Weonesday. — Dr. Finch called in the morning, 
escorted me to Mrs. Dellinghara's. 

Mrs, Dellingham is eaid to be ninety and more; t 
therefore expected to walk up to her easy chair and bawl 
out in her ear, " Ma'am, your servant ;" but iio such 
thing happened ; to ray great surprise, she met me at the 
doorof the drawing-room, took my hand, welcomed me 
very pohtely, and led me to the best seat at the upper 
end of the room. She is a very venerable and cheei 
old gentlewoman, walks well, hears readily, is alm< 
quite upright, and very chatty and welibred. 

My discourse, as you may imagine, was all of Mis. 
Ord ; but Dr. Finch took care it should not be much, as 
he is one of those placid prosers who are never a moment 
silent. 

As soon as I had returned home, Charlotte L call 

and the little gig told all the quarrels and all ies malhi 
of the domestic life she led in her family, and made 
all ridiculous, without meaning to make herself so. 

She was but just gone, when I was again called do\ 
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to Miss Weston — nobody else at borne : and then I was 
regaled witb a cbaracter equally ludicrous, but much 
lessentertainiog, for nothing would she talk of but "dear 
nature," and nothing abuse but "odious affectation!" 
She really would be too bad for the stage, for she is never 
so content as when drawing her own character for other 
people's, as if on purpose to make one sick of it. She 
begaed, however, for iny town direction, and talked in 
high strains of the pleasure she should have in visiting 
me. But in London we can manage those matters bet- 
ter. She was to leave Bath next day, 

Mrs, Whalley also called four prendre conge, and 
made much invitation to her country-seat for us. 

In the evening we ail went to Mrs. Lambart's, where 
we met the Grenvilles, Byrons, Vanbrughs, Captain 
Brisbane, Messrs. Chadwicke, Travell, and Wyndham, 
Miss Philips, Lady Dorothy Inglish, Lord Cunning- 
ham, and various others. But I have no time for par- 
ticulars, and as I shall perhaps see few of them any 
more, no inclination. 

Thursday, June 8, — We went to Bath Easton. 
Mrs. Lambait went with us. 

The house is charmingly situated, well fitted up, 
convenient, and pleasant, and not large, but commodious 
and elegant. Thursday is still their public day for 
company, though the business of the vase is over for this 

The room into which we were conducted was so much, 
crowded we could hardly make our way. Lady Miller 
came to the door, and, as she had first done to the rest 
of us, took my hand, and led me up to a most prodi- 
gious fat old lady, and introduced me to her. This 
was Mrs. Biggs, her ladyship's mother, who seems to 
have Bath £aston and its owners under her feet 
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I was smiled upon with a graciousoess designedly 
marked, and seemed most uncommonly welcome. Mrs. 
Riggs looked as if she could have shouted for joy at 
sight of me ! She is mighty merry and facetious. Sir 
John was very quiet, but very civil. 

I saw the place appropriated for the vase^ but at this 
time it was removed. As it was hot. Sir John Miller 
offered us to walk round the house, and see his green- 
house, &c. So away we set off, Harriet Bowdler ac- 
companying me, and some others following. 

We had not strolled far ere we were overtaken by 

another party, and among them I perceived Miss W ^ 

my new sceptical friend. She joined me immediately, 
and I found she was by no means in so sad a humour as 
when I saw her last; on the contrary, she seemed 
flightily gay. 

** Were you never here before?'^ she asked me. 

« No." 

'^ No ? why what an acquisition you are then ! I sup- 
pose you will contribute to the vase ?" 

*' No, indeed !" 

" No more you ought ; you are quite too good for 
it." 

^* No, not that ; but I have no great passion for making 
the trial. You, I suppose,,have contributed ?'* 

" No, never — I can't. I have tried, but I could never 
write verses in my life — never get beyond Cupid and 
stupid." 

" Did Cupid, then, always come in your way ? what a 
mischievous urchin !" 

" No, he has not been very mischievous to me this 
year." 

" Not this year ? Oh, very well ! He has spared you 
then, for a whole twelvemonth !" 



I 
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She laughed, and we were interrupted by more com_ 
pany. 

Afterwards, when we returned into the house, we found 
another room filled with company. Among those that I 
knew were the Caldwells, the Greovilles, some of the 
Bowdlere, Mr. Wyndham, and Miss J . 

This Miss J bad, when I last met her at Mrs. 

Lambart's, desired to hz introduced to me, as Mrs, 
Lambart told me, who performed that ceremony ; for 
Mrs. Lambart, with whom I am in no small favour, 
always makes me the most consequential, and I found 
she was Mrs. Rishton's old friend, and therefore ail I 
remember hearing of her gave me no desire to make her 
my new one. However, nothing convinced me more that 
I was the ton at Bath, than her making this overture, 
for everything I ever heard of her proved her insolent 
pride. Besides, Beau Travell has spoken very highly 

of me ! So my fame is now made, and Mrs. G , 

who had passed me when she entered the room at Bath 
Easton, while I was engaged in conversation with Lady 
Miller, afterwards suddenly came up, and with a look of 
equal surprise and pleasure at sight of me, most gra- 
ciously and smilingly addressed me. My coldness in 
return to all these sickening, heartless, (o»-led people, I 
try not to repress, though to treat them with such respect 
AB their superior stations fairly claim, I would not for the 
nrorld neglect. 

Some time after, while I was talking with Miss 

W and Harriet Bowdler, Mrs, Riggs came up to us, 

and with an expression of comical admiration, fixed her 



eyes upon me. 



ind for some time amused herself with 



apparently watching me. Mrs. Lambart, who was at 
cards, turned round and begged me to give her cloak, 
for she felt rheumatic; I could not readily find itj and 
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after looking some time, 1 was obliged to give her n 
own; but while I was hunting, Mrs. Riggs followed n 
laughing, nodding, and looking much delighted, s 
every now and then saying, 

"That's right, Evelina! — Ah, look for it, Evelina!- 
Evelina always did so — she always looked for people')^ 
cloaks, and was obliging and well-bred !'' 

I grinned a little to be sure, but tried to escape heri' 

by again getting between Miss W and Harriet Bowd- 

ler ; but Mrs. Riggs still kept opposite to nie, expres^ng 
from time to time, by uplifted bands and eyes, comics 
applause. 

Harriet Bowdler modestly mumbled some praise, 
addressed it to Miss Thrale. 1 begged a truce, andi 
retired to a chair iu a corner, at the request of Miss 

W to have a tete-d-tele, for which, however, her 

strange levity gave me no great desire. 

She begged to know if I had written anything else 
1 assured her never. 

" The ' Sylph,' " said she, " I am told, was yours." 

" I had nothing at all to do with that or anything els 
that ever was published but ' Evelina;' you, I suppose,' 
read the ' Sylph' for its name's sake ?" 

" No ; I never read novels — 1 hate them ; I never read 
' Evelina' till I was quite persecuted by hearing it talked 
of. 'Sir Charles Grandison' I tried once, but could not 
bear it ; Sir Charles for a lover ! no lover for me ! for a 
guardian or the trustee of an estate, he might do very 
well — but for a lover !'' 

" What — when he bows upon your hand ! would nol 
that do?" 

She kept me by her side for a full hour, and we a 
talked over our former conversation; and I inquired n 
first led her to seeking iniidel books ? 
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" Pope," she said ; " he was himself a deist, she be- 
liered,and his praise of BoHngbroke made her mad to 
read hia books, and then the rest followed easily." 

She also gave me an account of her private and do- 
mestic life ; of her misery at home, her search of dissi- 
pation, and her incapability of happiness. 

Poor girl ! lam really sorry for her; she has strong 
and lively parts, but I think her in the high road of 
lasting destruction. And she thinks about religion only 
to persuade herself there is none. I recommended to her 
all the good books I could think of, and scrupled not to 
express warmly and most seriously my surprise and 
horror at her way of thinking. It was easy to me to 
see that she attended to my opinions with curiosity, and 
yet easier to discover that had she not respected me as 
author of a book she happened to be fond of, she would 
have rallied them unmercifully ; however, that consider- 
ation gave weight to what I liaid, and evidently disposed 
her to be pleased with me. 

Our conversation would have, lasted till leave-taking, 
but for our being interrupted by Miss Miller, a most 
beautiful little girl often years old. 

Miss W begged her to sing us a French song. 

She coquetted, hut Mrs. Riggs came to us, and said if 
I wished it I did her grand -daughter great honour, and 
she insisted upon her obedience. The little girl laughed 
and complied, and we went into another room to hear 
her, followed by the Misses Caldwell. She sung in a 
pretty childish manner enough. 

When we became more intimate, she said, 

" Ma'am, I have a great favour to request of you, if 
you please !" 

d to know what it was, and assured her I would 



grant it ; aad to be out of tbe way of these misses, 1.9 
led her to the window, 

" Mu'am," said the httle girl, " will yoa then be i 
good as to tell me where Erelioa is now ?" 

I was a little surprised at tbe questkOD, and told 1 
I bad not heard lately. 

"O ma'am, but I am sure you know!" cried i 
"for you know you wrote it! and mamma was so gnodaf 
to let me hear her read it; and pray, ma'am, do tell me 
where she is ? and whether Miss Braogbton and Miss 
Folly went to see her when she was married to Lord ■ 
Orville?" m 

I promised her 1 would inquire, and let her know. 4 

" And pray, ma'am, is Madame Duval with her now?" 

And several other questions she asked me, with a 
cliildish simplicity that was very diverting. She took 
the whole for a true story, and was quite eager to knov J 
what was become of all the people. And when I said I 
would inquire, and tell her when we next met, 

" Oh, hut, ma'am," she said," had not you better wht^ 
it down, because then there would be more of it, 
know ?" 

She told me repeatedly how sorry she was that 1 haj 
not come to Bath Easton in " vase" time, and how sorri 
her mamma had been. 

When we were coming away, and Lady Miller and 
Sir John had both taken very civil leave of me, I curtsied 
in passing Mrs. Riggs, and she rose, and called after 
me — " Set about another !" 

When we came home, our newspaper accounts of the 
tumults in town, with Lord George Gordon and his mob, 
alarmed us very much ; but we had still no notion of tl 
real danger you were all in. 



Friday,— We drank tea with the Eowdiers, and met 
Captain Frodsham. Fanny Bowdler congratulated me 
very wickedly upon my initiation at Bath Easton, At 
our return home we were informed a mob was surround- 
ing a new Roman Catholic chapel. At first we disbe- 
lieved it, but presently one of the servants came and told 
us they were knocking it to pieces ; and in half an hour, 
looking out of our windows, we saw it in flames ! and 
listening, we heard loud and violent shouts ! 

I shall write no particulars ; the horrible subject you 
have had more than your share of. Mrs. Thrale and I 
sat up till four o'clock, and walked about the parades, 
and at two we went with a large party to the spot, and 
saw the beautiful new building consuming; the mob 
then were all quiet — all still and silent, and everybody 
seemed but as spectators. 

Saturday morning, to ray inexpressible concern, 
brought me no letters from town, and my uneasiness to 
hear from you made me quite wretched. Mrs, Thrale 
had letters from Sir Philip Gierke and Mr. Perkins, to 
acquaint her that her town-house had been three times 
attacked, but was at last saved by guards, — her children, 
plate, money, and valuables all removed. Streatham also 
threatened, and emptied of all its furniture. 

The same morning also we saw a Bath and Bristol 
paper, in which Mr, Thrale was asserted to be a papist. 
This villanous falsehood terrified us even for his personal 
safety, and Mrs. Thrale and I agreed it was best to leave 
Bath directly, and travel about the country. 

She left to me the task of acquainting Mr. Thrale with 
these particulars, being herself too much disturbed to 
be capable of such a task. I did it as well as I could, 
and succeeded so far that, by being lightly told of it, he 
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treated it lightly, and bore it with much 6te€uliness and 
composure. We then soon settled to decamp. 

We had no time nor spirits pour prendre conge stuff, 
but determined to call upon the Bowdlers and Miss 
Cooper. They were all sorry to part, and Miss Cooper, 
to my equal surprise and pleasure, fairly made a declara- 
tion of her passion for me, assuring me she had never 
before taken so great a fancy to a new acquaintance, and 
beginning warmly the request I meant to make myself, <tf 
continuing our intimacy in town. I am sure I think so 
highly of her, that I shall be well pleased to attend to 
this injunction. 

From Miss JP. Burney to Dr. Bumey. 

Bath, June 9, 1780. 
My dearest Sir, 

How are you ? where are you ? and what is to come 
next ? These are the questions I am dying with anxiety 
to have daily announced. The accounts from town are so 
frightful, that I am uneasy, not only for the city at large, 
but for every individual I know in it« I hope to Heaven 
that ere you receive this, all will be once more quiet; 
but till we hear that it is so, I cannot be a moment in peace. 

Does this martial law confine you quite to the house? 
Folks here say that it must, and that no business of any 
kind can be transacted. Oh, what dreadful times ! Yet 
I rejoice extremely that the opposition members have 
fared little better than the ministerial. Had such a mob 
been confirmed friends of either or of any party, I think 
the nation must have been at their disposal j for, if 
headed by popular or skilful leaders, who and what could 
have resisted them ? — I mean, if they are as formidable 
as we are here told. 
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Dr. Johnson has written to Mrs. Thrale, without even 
mentioning the existence of this mob ; perhaps at this 
very moment he thinks it " a humbug upon the nation," as 
George Bod ens called the parhament. 

A private letter to Bull, the bookseller, brought word 
this morning that ninch staughter has been made by the 
military among the mob. Never, I am sure, can any 
set of wretches leas deserve quarter or pity; yet it is im- 
possible not to shudder at hearing of their destruction. 
JVothing less, however, would do ; they were too outrage- 
ous and powerful for civil power. 

But what is it they want? who is going to turn pa- 
pist? who indeed is thinking in an alarming way of 
religion — this pious mob, and George Gordon excepted ? 

I am very anxious indeed about our dear Etty, Such 
disturbance in her neighbourhood I fear must have greatly 
terrihed her; and 1 am sure she is not in a situation or 
state of health to bear terror, I have written and begged 
to hear from her. 

All the stage-coaches that come into Bath from Lon- 
don are chalked over with " No Popery," and Dr. Har- 
rington called here just now, and says the same was 
chalked this morning upon his door, and is scrawled in 
several places about the town. Wagers have been laid 
that the popish chapel here will be pulled or burnt down 
in a few days ; but I believe not a word of the matter, 
nor do I find that anybody is at all alarmed. Bath, in- 
deed, ought to be held sacred as a sanctuary for invalids ; 
and I doubt not but the news of the firing in town will 
prevent all tumults out of it. 

Now, if, after all the intolerable provocation given by 
the mob, after all the leniency and forbearance of the 
ministry, and after the shrinking of the minority, we shall 
by and by hear that this firing was a massacre — will it 




not be Titlanoiis and horrible ! And yet as soon as aafe^ 
is secured— though by this means alone all now agree i| 
can be secured — nothing would less surprise me than to 
hear the seekers of popularity make this assertion. 

Will you, dear sir, beg Charlotte to answer this letter 
by your directions, and tell me how the world goes f We 
are sure here of hearing too much or too little. Mr. 
Grenville says he knows not whether anything can be 
done to Lord Geoi^e ; and that quite shocks me, as it is 
certain that, in all equity and common sense, he is 
either mad enough for Moorfields, or wicked enough for 
the Tower, and therefore that to one of these places he 
ought to go. 

Friday night.— The above I writ this morning, be- 
fore I recollected this was not post-day, and all is altered 
here since. The threats i despised were but too well 
grounded, for, to our utter amazement and consternation, 
the new Roman Catholic chapel in this town was set on 
fire at about nine o'clock. It is now burning with a fury 
that is dreadful, and the house of the priest belonging to 
it is in dames also. The poor persecuted man himself has 
I believe escaped with life, though pelted, followed, and 
very ill used. Mrs. Thraie and I have been walking 
about with the footmen several times. The whole town 
is still and orderly. The rioters do their work with great 
composure, and though there are knots of people in every 
corner, all execrating the authors of such outrages, no- 
body dares oppose them. An attempt indeed wasmadej 
but it was ill-conducted, faintly followed, and soon pi 
an end to by a secret fear of exciting vengeance. 

Alas ! to what have we all lived I — the poor invali( 
here will probably lose all chance of hfe, from terror. 
Mr. Hay, our apothecary, has been attending the removal 
of two, who were confined to their beds in the bI 
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where the chapel is burning. The Catholics throughout 
the placB are all threateued with destructian, and we met 
several porters, between ten and eleven at night, privately 
removing goode, walking on tiptoe, and scarcely breath, 
ing. 

I firmly believe, by the delibeiatevillnny with which thia 
riot is conducted, that it will go on in the same desperate 
way as in town, and only be slopped by the same despe- 
rate means. Our plan for going to Biistol is at an end. 
We are told it would be madness, as there are seven 
Romish chapels in it ; but we are determined upon remov- 
ing somewhere to-morrow ; for why should we, who can 
go, stay to witness such hori'ld scenes ? 

Saturday afteknoos, June 10. — I was most 
cruelly disappointed in not having one word to day, I am 
half craiy with doubt and disturbance in not hearing- 
Everybody here is terrified to death. We have intelli- 
gence that Mr, Thrale's houss in town is filled with sol- 
diers, and threatened by the mob with destruction. 
Perhaps he may himself be a marked man for their fury. 
We are going directly from Bath, and intend to stop only 
at villages. To-night we shall atop at Warminster, not 
daring to go to Devizes. This place is now well guarded, 
but still we dare not await the event of to-night; all the 
catholics in the town have privately escaped. 

I know not now when 1 shall hear from you. I am 
in agony for news. Our head-quarters will be Brighthelm- 
stone, where I do most humbly and fervently entreat you 
to write — do, dearest sir, write, if but one word — if but 
only you name touhself ! Nothing but your own hand 
can now ti-anquillize me. The reports about London 
here quite distract me. If it were possible to send me a 
line by the diligence to Brighton, how grateful I should 
be for such an indulgence ! I should then find it there 
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upon our arrival. Charlotte, I am sure, will make it in 
a sham parcel, and Susy will write for you all but the 
name. God bless— defend — preserve you ! my dearest 
father. Life is no life to me while I fear for your safety. 
God bless and save you all ! I shall write to-morrow 
from wherever we may be, — nay, every day I ahall write, 
for you will all soon be as anxious for news from the country 
as I have been for it from town. Some infamous villain 
has put it into the paper here that Mr. Thrale is a papist 
This, I suppose, is an Hothamite report, to inflame his 
constituents. 



Miss JP. Burney to Dr. Bumey. 

Salisbury, June 11, 1780. 

Here we are, dearest sir, and here we mean to pass 
this night. 

We did not leave Bath till eight o'clock yesterday 
evening, at which time it was filled vrith dragoons, mi- 
litia, and armed constables, not armed with muskets, 
but bludgeons : these latter were all chairmen, who were 
sworn by the mayor in the morning for petty constables. 
A popish private chapel, and the houses of all the catho- 
lics, were guarded between seven and eight, and the in- 
habitants ordered to keep house. 

We set out in the coach-and-four, with two men on 
horseback, and got to Warminster, a small town in So- 
mersetshire, a little before twelve. 

This morning two more servants came after us from 
Bath, and brought us word that the precautions taken by 
the magistrates last night had good success, for no at- 
tempt of any sort had been renewed towards a riot. 

But the happiest tidings to me were contained in a 
letter which they brought, which had arrived after our 
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departore, by the diligence, from Mr. Perkins, with an 
account that all was quiet in London, and that Lord G. 
Gordon was sent to the Tower. 

I am now again tolerably easy, but I shall not be 
really comfortable, or free from some fears, till I hear 
from St. Martin's-street. 

The Borough House has been quite preserved. I 
know not how long we may be on the road, but no« 
where long enough for receiving a letter till we come to 
Brighthelmstone. 

We stopped in our way at Wilton, and spent half the 
day at that beautiful place. 

Just before we arrived there. Lord Arundel had sent to 
the officers in the place, to entreat a party of guards imme- 
diately, for the safety of his house, as he had intelligence 
that a mob was on the road from London to attack it :— • 
he is a catholic. His request was immediately complied 
with. 

We intended to have gone to a private town, but find 
all quiet here, and therefore prefer it as much more com- 
modious. There is no Romish chapel in the town ; mass 
has always been performed for the catholics of the place 
at a Mrs. ArundeFs in the Close — a relation of his 
lordship's, whose house is fifteen miles off. I have 
inquired about the Harris's ; I find they are here and all 
well. 

Peace now, I trust, will he restored to the nation — at 
least as soon as some of the desperate gang that may 
escape from London in order to spread confusion in the 
country, are dispersed or overcome. 

I will continue to write white matters are in this 
doubtful state, that you may have no anxiety added to 
the great stock you must suffer upon my account* 
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We are all quite well, and when* I can once hear you 
are so, I shall be happy. 

Adieu, most dear sir ! Love, duty, and compliments 
to all from 

Your most dutiful. 

And most affectionate, 

F.B. 



Dr. Barney to Miss F. Burney. 

\, St. Martin's-street, Monday afternoon. 
Your letter just received. 
My dear Fanny, 

We are all safe and well, after our heartaches^ 

and terrors. London is now the most secure residence 

in the kingdom. 

I wrote a long letter to our dear Mrs. T. on Friday 
night, with a kind of detail of the week's transactions. 
I am now obliged to go out^ and shall leave the girls to 
fill up the rest of the sheet. All is safe and quiet in the 
Borough. We sent William thither on Saturday. God 
bless you ! All affection and good wishes attend our 
dear friends. 

I said that riot would go into the country^ like a new 
cap, till it was discountenanced and out of fashion in the 
metropolis. I bless every soldier I see — we have no 
dependence on any defence from outrage but the mili- 
tary. 

Miss Charlotte Burney to Miss F. Burney. 

I am very sorry, my dear Fanny, to hear how much 
you have suffered from your apprehension about us. 
Susan will tell you why none of us wrote before Friday; 
and she says, she has told you what dreadful havoc and 
devastation the mob have made here in all parts of 



the town. Hovever, we are pretty f^uiet and tranquil 
again now. Papa goes on with his business pretty 
much as usual, and ao far from the niihtary keeping 
people within doors (as you say in your letter to my 
father, you suppose to be the case), the streets were 
never more crowded — eveiybody is wandering about in 
order to see the ruins of the places that the mob have 
destroyed. 

There are two camps, one in St. James's, and the 
other in Hyde Park, which together with the military 
law, makes almost every one here think he is safe again. 
I expect we ghaii all have "a passion for a scarlet- 
coat" now. 

I hardly know what to tell you that won't be stale 
news. They say that duphcates of the handbill that I 
have enclosed were distributed all over the town on 
Wednesday and Thursday last ; however, thank Hea- 
ven, every body says now that Mr. Thrale's house and 
brewery are as safe as we can wish them. There was a 
brewer in Turnstile that had his house gutted and burnt, 
because, the mobsaid, "he was apupisA, and sold popish 
beer," Did you ever hear of such diabohcal ruffians ? 

Sister Hetty is vastly well, and has received your 
letter; 1 think she has stood the fright better, and beea 
a greater heroine, than any of us. 

To add to the pleasantness of our situation, there have 
been f!;angs of women going about to rob and plunder. 
Miss Kirwans went on Friday afternoon to walk in the 
Museum gardens, and were stopped by a set of women, 
and robbed of all the money they had. The mob had 
proscribed the mews, for they said, " the king should not 
have a horse to ride upon !" They besieged the new 
Somerset House, with intention to destroy it, but were 
repulsed by some soldiers placed there for that purpose. 
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Mr. Sleepe has been here a day or two, and says the 
folks at Watford, where he comes from, ** approve very 
much of having the Catholic chapels destroyed, for they 
say it's a shame tlie pope should come here !" There is 
a house hereabouts that they had chalked upon last 
week, "Empty, and No Popery !" 

I am heartily rejoiced, my dearest Fanny, that you 
have got away from Bath, and hope and trust that at 
Brighthelmstone you will be as safe as we are here. 

It sounds almost incredible, but they say, that on 
Wednesday night last, when the mob were more powerful, 
more numerous, and outrageous than ever, there was, 
nevertheless, a number of exceeding genteel people at 
Ranelagh, though they knew not but their houses might 
be on fire at the time ! 

God bless you, my dear Fanny, — for Heaven's sake 
keep up your spirits ! 

Yours ever, with the greatest affection, 

Charlotte Ann Burney. 



Mrs. Thrale to Miss F. Burney. 

Brighton, Thursday Evening, 29 June, 1780. 

Streatham detained me so scandalously late that I 
never entered Ryegate till 12 o'^clock — you know we had 
calculated for 1 1 . I had, however, the satisfaction of 
leaving Presto in the arms of a mistress he preferred to 
me, and he found love an ample recompense for the loss 
of friendship. All dogs do, I suppose ! 

At 10 o'clock I saw myself here, and quitted my very 
riotous companions, to look for their father and sister, who 
were walked with Miss Owen to the Point. The evening 
was spent in chat, and this morning I carried a bunch of 
grapes to Mr. Scrase, who was too ill to swallow one, or 
to see even me. My master, however, is quite in rosy 



1780] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 407 

health — ^he is, indeed — and jokes Peggy Owen for her 
want of power to flash. He made many inquiries for 
you ; and was not displeased that I had given Perkins 
two hundred guineas instead of one — a secret I never 
durst tell before, not even to Johnson, not even to you — 
but so it was. 

I have no society here, so I might go to work like you, 
if I had any materials. Susan and Sophy have taken to 
writing verses — ^'tis the fashion of the school they say, and 
Sophy's are the best performances of all the misses, except 
one monkey of eighteen years old. 

Harry C is here, and with him a Mr. S , two 

poor empty, unmeaning lads from town, who talk of a 
man being a high treat, &c. They are, I think, the first 
companions I ever picked up and dismissed, as fairly 
worse than none. 

Ah, my sweet girl ! all this stuff written, and not one 
word of the loss I feel in your leaving me ! But, upon my 
honour, I forbear only to save your fretting, for I do think 
you would vex if you saw how silly I looked about for you 
ever since I came home. I shall now say, as Johnson 
does^ " Ah, Burney ! if you loved me, &c., &c.'^ But no 
more of what must be missed and must not be mourned. 

Yours, 

H. L. T. 



Miss F. Burney to Mrs, Thrale. 

Saturday, July 1, 1780. 
Have you no " quality" yet, my dearest madam, that 
letters are three days upon the road ! I have only this 
instant received yours, though you were so kindly in- 
dulgent to my request of writing the next day after 
your journey. I rejoice, indeed, that you found my 
master so well. I dare say Queeny had kept him 
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sharp. What does he thiok of Dr. Johnsoo^s dieting 
scheme? I must confess that if, like Mrs. Tattersall, 
he should consent to adopt the iiTegetable system, I 
should be as unwilling as her husband to be a good 
beefsteak in his way ! 

Your liberality to Perkins charms me; and so does 
Mr. Thrale^s approbation of it ; for his being not dis- 
pleased implies nothing short of approbation. I am 
sorry for Miss Owen, but I much hope you will be 
able to revive and comfort her: sure I am that if spirit 
can reanimate, or sweetness can sooth her, she will 
not be long in so forlorn a way. 

Your account of Miss M ^'s being taken in, and 

taken in by Captain B , astonishes me ! surely not 

half we have heard either of her adorers, or her talents, 
can have been true. Mrs. Byron has lost too little to 
have anything to lament, except, indeed, the time she 
sacrificed to foolish conversation, and the civilities she 
threw away upon so worthless a subject. Augusta has 
nothing to reproach herbclf with, and riches and wisdom 
must be rare indeed, if she fares not as well with respect 
to both, as she would have done with an adventurer 
whose pocket, it seems, was as empty as his head. 

Nothing here is talked of but the trial of the rioters : 
most people among those who are able to appear as 
witnesses, are so fearful of incurring the future resent- 
ment of the mob, that evidence is very difficult to be 
obtained, even where guilt is undoubted : by this means 
numbers are daily discharged who have offended against 
all laws, thougli they can be punished by none« I am 
glad, however, to see the moderation of those who might 
now, perhaps, extirpate all power but their own; for 
neither art nor authority is used to blacken the crimes of 
the accused, or force into light the designs of the sus- 
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pected. Nothing has yet appeared that indicates any 
plot, except of general plunder, nor have any of the con- 
spirutors, who have yet been examined, seemed to have 
confederated for any deeper purpose than to drink hard, 
8hout loud, and make their betters houseless as them- 
selves. 

I have seen Pacchierotti, and he has sung to me as 
sweetly 9 and complimented me as liberally, as ears the 
most fastidious, and a mind the most vain, could desire; 
yet not the less have I thought of or regretted my ever 
dear, ever kind, and most sweet Mrs. Thrale ! But, as I 
am come, after many absences, to a family so deservedly 
beloved by me, I am determined neither to sour my 
friends nor myself, by encouraging a repining spirit, but 
now to be happy as I can with them, and hope, ere long, 
to be again so with you; for, with affection more sincere, 
and a heart more true, nobody can love my dear Mrs. 
Thrale more fervently and faithfully than her ever 
devoted 

F. BURNEY. 

My love and duty to my master : and love, without 
the duty, to Miss Thrale; and tny best compliments to 
Miss Owen. 

We shall go to Chesington as soon as the trials are 
over and the town is quiet. 



Miss F. Burney to Mrs. Thrale. 

Saturday, July 8, 1780. 

See but, dearest madam, my prompt obedience, by this 
brown and rough-edged mark of it. Your sweet letter I 
have but this moment received, so I think the quality 
use you very ill, or rather me, for I have made a wry face 
at the postman^s knock, without a letter from Brighton, 
this day or two. 



410 DIARY AND LETTERS [1780 

You give me nothing but good news about mymastery 
and that delights me very sincerely ; but I can see that 
you are not quite comfortable yourself. Why have you 
this cold and headach ? Have you gone imprudently into 
the sea — I mean without taking counsel with nurse Tib- 
son ? You know we long since settled^ that whenever 
you were ill all your friends would impute it to bathing ; 
so this doubt will not surprise^ though ten to one but it 
provokes you. 

I have not seen Dr. Johnson since the day you left me, 
when he came hither^ and met Mrs. Ord, Mr. Hoole, 
Mrs. Reynolds, Baretti, the Paradises, Pepys, Castles, 
Dr. Dunbar, and some others ; and then he was in high 
spirits and good humour, talked all the talk, affronted 
nobody, and delighted everybody. I never saw him 
more sweet, nor better attended to by his audience. I 
have not been able to wait upon him since, nor, indeed, 
upon anybody, for we have not spent one evening alone 
since my return. 

Pacchierotti left London yesterday morning. We all 
miss him much, myself particularly, because, for all Dr. 
Johnson, he is not only the first, most finished, and most 
delightful of singers, but an amiable, rational, and intel- 
ligent creature, who has given to himself a literary 
education, and who has not only a mind superior to his 
own profession, which he never names but with regret, in 
spite of the excellence to which he has risen, but he has 
also, I will venture to say, talents and an understanding 
that would have fitted him for almost any other, had 
they, instead of being crushed under every possible dis- 
advantage, been encouraged and improved. Had you 
seen as much of him as I have done, I think, in defiance 
of prejudice, you would be of the same opinion. 

I am quite disappointed with respect to Miss Owen. I 



1780] OF THE AUTHOK OF EVELINA. 411 

had hoped she would have been more comfortable to you. 
Mr, Scrase too ! — indeed your account of your society 
grieves me. Sickness, spleen, or folly seem to compose 
it ; and if you, who have so much facility in making new 
acquaintance, find theui so insupportable, it is, I am 
sure, that they must be impenetrable blockheads I 

Sir John Bounce's apology for not having signalized 
himself more gloriously in public life, made me laugh 
very heartily. Do you hear anything of my general, his 
case, or his monkey, or the lost calves of his legs? As 
one of your true ancient swaggerers, Brighthelmstone 
seems to have a fair and natural right to him. 

Mrs. Montagu has been in town. I heard this from 
Mrs, Ord, who had an appointment tomeet lierat hernew 
house, and was mvited to a conversazione with her at 
Mr. Pepy's. 

I have no private intelligence to give about the rioters, 
or Lord George, save that I am informed he is certainly to 
be tried (or high treason, not a misdemeanour. Are you 
not rejoiced at the sequel of good news from America? 

The soldiers are drawn off gently, but daily, from all 
parts of the metropolis. The camps in the parks are, 
however, expected to remain all summer, Poor Captain 
Gierke is dead .' I was willing to doubt it as long as 
possible, but it has been confirmed to my father by Lord 
Sandwich. 

We have no consolation from Admiral Jem's promotion, 
for the first lieutenant of the late Captain Cooke's ship 
has succeeded to the command of Captain Gierke's. Is 
it not a melancholy circumstance that both the captains 
of this expedition should perish ere it is completed? 
Lord Sandwich told my father that the journal of Cap- 
tain Cooke is arrived, and now in the hands of the king, 
who has desired to have the first perusal of it, I am 
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very iiupatient to know something of its contents. The 
ships are both expected almost daily. They have already 
been out a year longer than was intended. Mr. Jem 
has not written one line. Don't you think my master 
will allow him to be a man of sense, and take to him ? 

Adieu^ my dearest madam ! I hope I have used you 
ill{enoughy with regard to paper, to satisfy your desire, 
and convince you of the true affection of 

Your faithful and much obliged 

F. B. 

My best respects to Mr. and Miss Thrale. 



Miss F. Btirnej/ to Mrs, Thrale. 

Nobody does write such sweet letters as my dear 
Mrs. Thrale, and I would sooner give up a month's al- 
lowance of meat, than my week's allowance of an epistle. 

The report of the parliament's dissolution I hope is 
premature. I inquire of everybody I see about it, and 
always hear that it is expected now to last almost as long 
as it can last. Why, indeed, should government wish 
to dissolve it, when they meet with no opposition 
from it.^ 

Since I wrote last I have drunk tea with Dr. John- 
son. My father took me to Bolt-court, and we found 
him, most fortunately, with only one brass-headed cane 
gentleman. Since that I have had the pleasure to meet 
him again at Mrs. Reynolds's, when he offered to take 
me with him to Grub-street, to see the ruins of the house 
demolished there in the late riots, by a mob that, as he 
observed, could be no friend to the Muses ! He inquired 
if I had ever yet visited Grub-street? but was obliged 
to restrain his anger when I answered ^^ No," because he 
acknowledged he had never paid his respects to it him- 
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self. " However," says he, " you and I, Burney, will 

go together; we have a very good right to go, so we'll 
visit the maDsions of our progenitors, and take up our 
own freedom together." 

There's for you, madam! What can be grander? 
The loss of Timoleon is really terrible ; yet, as it is an 
incident tiiat will probably dwell no little time upon the 
author's mind, who knows but it may be productive of 
another tr^edy, in which a dearth of story will not 
merely be no fault of his, but no misfortune? 

I have no intelligence to give about the Dean of Co- 
leraine, but that we are now in daily expectation of beor^ 
ing of his arrival. 

Yesterday I drank tea at Sir Joshua's, and met by 
accident with Mrs, CholraoJiileley ; I was very glad to 
find that her spirits are uninjured by her misfortunes; 
she was as gay, flighty, entertaining and frisky as ever. 
Her sposo is not confined, as was said ; he is only gone 
upon his travels : she seems to bear his absence with 
remarkable fortitude. After all, there is something in 
her very attractive; her conversation is so spirited, so 
humorous, so enlivening, that she does not suffer one's 
attention to rest, much less to flag, for hours together. 

Sir Joshua told me he was now at work upon your 
pictures, touching them up for Streatbam, and that he 
has already ordered the frames, and shall Iiave them 
quite ready whenever the house is in order for them. 

I also met at bis house Mr. W. Burke, and young 
Burke, the orator's son, who is made much ado about, 
but I saw not enough of him to know why. 

We are all here very truly concerned for Mr. Chamier, 
who you know is a very great favorite among us. He 
is very ill, and thinks himself in a decline. He is 
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now at Bath, and writes my father word he has made 
up his mind, come what may. 

Your good news of ray master glads me, however, 
beyond what good news of almost any other man in the 
world could do. Pray give him my best respects, and 
beg him not to forget me so much as to look strange 
upon me when we next meet ; if he does it won't be 
fair, for I feel that I shall look very kind upon him. 

I fancy Miss Thrale is quite too difficult ; why, bless 
me, by *^ something happening'' I never meant to wwt 
for a murder, nor a wedding, no nor an invasion, nor 
an insurrection ; any other bore will do as well. My 
father charges me to give you his kindest love, and not 
daintify his affection into respects or comphments. 

Adieu, dearest madam, and from me accept not only 
love, and not only respects, but both, and gratitude, 
and warmest wishes, and constancy invariable into the 
bargain. 

F. BURNEY, 

I am very glad Mr. Tidy is so good. Thank him 
for me, and tell him I am glad he keeps my place open ; 
and pray give Dr. Delap my compliments. Has he set- 
tled yet how he shall dress the candle snuffers the first 
night ? I would by no means have the minutest direc- 
tions omitted. 



From Mrs. Tlirale to Miss F. Buimey. 

Brighthelmstone, Wednesday, July 19tb, 1780. 

And so my letters please you, do they, my sweet 
Burney.'^ I know yours are the most entertaining 
things that cross me in the course of the whole week; 
and a miserable praise too, if you could figure to your- 
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self my most dull companions. I write now from 
Bowen's sliop, where he has been settled about three 
days I think ; and here comes in one man hopping, and 
asks for " Russell on Sea-water" — another tripping, and 
begs to have the last new novel sent him home to- 
night ; one lady tumbles the ballads about, and fingers 
the harpsichord which stands here at every blockhead's 
mercy ; and another looks over the lilliputian library, 
and purchases Polty Sugarcake for her long-legged 
missey. 

My master is gone out riding, and we are to drink 
tea with Lady Rothes ; after which the Steyne hours 
begin, and we cluster round Thomas's shop, and con- 
tend for the attention of Lord John Clinton, a man 
who could, I think, be of consequence in no other place 
upon earth, though a very well-informed and modest- 
mannered boy. Dr. Pepys is resolutely and profoundly 
silent; and Lady Shelley, having heard wits com- 
mended, has taken up a new character, and says not 
only the severest but the cruellest things you ever 

heard in your hfe. Here is a Mrs. K , too, sister 

to the Duchess of M , who is very uncompanion- 
able indeed, and talks of jTuMbridge. These, however, 
are literally all the people we ever speak to — oh yes, 
the Drummonds — but they, are scarce blest with 
utterance. 

Mr. Scrase mends, and I spent an hour with him 
to-day. Now have I fairly done with Brighth elms tone, 
and will congratulate myself on being quite of your 
advice — as Pacchierotti would call it — concerning Burke 
the minor, whom I once met and could make nothing of. 

Poor Mr, Chamier ! and poor Dr. Burney, too ! The 
loss of real friends after a certain time of hfe is a 
terrible thing, let Dr. Johnson say what he will. Those 
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who are first called do not get first home. I rememher 
Chamier lamenting for Mr- Thrale, who will now, I 
verily thinkj live to see many of those go before him 
who expected to stay long after. He will not surely 
look strange upon you, for he is glad to see your 
letters ; though he does not sigh over them so dismally 
as he did yesterday, over one he saw I had directed to 
Chid. 

Lord George Gordon is to be liberated upon bail, 
his quality brethren tell me. This is, I think, contrary 
to the general disposition of the people, who appear ti 
wish his punishment. But the thunder-cloud alwaj4 
moves against the wind, you know. 

The going to Grub-street would have been & pret^ 
exploit. Are you continuing to quahfy yourself for ■ 
inhabitant ? 

Sweet Mrs. Cholmondeley \ I am glad she can frolio 
and frisk so ; — the time will come too soon, that will, 
as Grumio expresses it, " tame man, woman, and beast," 
— and thyself, fellow Curtis. 

The players this year are rather better than the li 
bat the theatre is no bigger than a band- box, which ia 
proper precaution, I tliink, as here are not folks to fill 
even tbat. The shops are almost all shut still, and a 
dearth of money complained of that is lamentable; bnt_ 
we have taken some Spanish ships, it seems, and '. 
Vera Cruz besides. 

Adieu, — and divide my truest kindness among all t 
dear Newtonians,* and keep yourself a large share. "! 
are in no danger of invaders from the sea-coast. Su 
and Sophy bathe and grow, and riot me out of i 

* Alluding to the liouse of Sir Isaac Newton, in i 
Street, in wliich Dr. Buraey was at this time residing. 
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senses. I am ever, my dear girl, most faithfully 
yours, 

H. L. T. 

Miss F. Barney to Mrs. T/irale. 

August IG. 

I return you my most hearty thanks, my dear madam, 
for your last most comfortable tidings, which, as they 
have removed all my fears, shall, for the present, banish 
their subject. I will never be melancholic, even though 
it were recommended to be lady as well as " gentleman- 
like," but when perforce I cannot help it; for in good 
truth that method of varj'ing the mode of existence 
offers itself with so kind a readiness of its own accord, 
that a very little patience, and a very httle feeling, will 
bring in supphes, fresh and fresh, of that sort of food, 
which, with a very moderate economy of anxiety, will 
lay by for croaking moments stores inexhaustible. In- 
deed, though I have so often heard lamentations of the 
scarcity of every other commodity, useful or ornamental, 
intellectual or sensual, I never once, even from the most 
greedy devourer of sadness, have heard the remotest 
hint, that dequoi manger v/os in danger of being wanted 
for the gluttons of evil and misery ; for though eating 
but makes their appetite the stronger, their materials are 
as little diminished by voracity as their hunger. 

Well — malapropos to all this, — Dr. Johnson, who 
expects nothing but what is good, and swallows nothing 
but what he likes, hasdehghted me with another volume 
of his "Lives," — that which contains Blackmore, Con- 
greve, &c., which iie tells me you have had. O what 
a writer he ia ! what instruction, spirit, intelligence, and 
vigour in almost every paragraph ! Addison 1 thhik 
equal to any in the former batch ; but he is rather too 

L VOL. I. 3 E 
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hard upon Prior, and makes Gay, I think, too insigni- 
ficant. Some of the little poems of Prior seem to me 
as charming as any little poems can be ; and Gay's 
pastorals I had hoped to have seen praised more Ube- 
rally. 

At length, I have seen the S. S. She has been again 
in town, and was so good as to make ns a very long 
visit. She looked as beantifol as an angel, though 
rather pale, but was in very high spirits, and I lliouglit 
her more attractive and engaging than ever. So I 
beUeve did my fiather. — Ah ! ** littel cunning woman," 
if you were to put your wicked scheme in practice, I 
see how it would take. 

We are to go to Chesington next week ; so I suppose 
there we shall be when you quit Brighton. If so, pray 
tell my dear master I insist upon his keeping his pro- 
mise of coming thither ; if not, I won't hold myself in 
readiness to go to Italy — no, not if Farinelli were in 
his prime. But do come, dearest madam, and do make 
him : you know he always does as you bid him, so you 
have but to issue your commands. Tis a charming 
thing to keep a husband in such order. A thousand 
loves from all here, but mostly, being spokeswoman, I 
have a right to say that. 

From yours, 

P.B. 



Miss F. Bumey to Mrs, Thrale. 

ChesingtOD, Aug. 24th. 
Here at length we are— arrived just in time to witness 
poor Daddy Crisp's misery upon receiving intelligence 
of our late very dreadful loss. Good heaven, what a ter- 
rible blow ! our prophet here, who, however, is always 
a croaking prophet, foretells nothing but utter distmc- 
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tion for its inevitable consequence. You, dearest madam, 
who are as croaking a prophetess, what say you 1 must 
Jamaica, must all the West Indies be lost ? or have you 
some words of comfort to give us ? 

Earetti met Mr. Greville and Mr. Sastris at our 
house the evening before we left town, and assured us 
peremptorily, and with furious vehemence, that the war 
would be finished in another year, and France, Spain, 
and America, would make what terms we pleased I 
Perhaps, as he found everj'body else forboding ill, he 
thought it something for the benefit of mankind to fore- 
bode good : but you would have laughed to have seen 
the little respect he paid to the opposition and opinions 
of the great Mr. Greville, the arrogance with which he 
" downed " whatever he advanced, and the fury with 
which he answered him when contradicted in his assei^ 
tions. I really expected every moment to hear him ex- 
claim " It is tliat you are an impenetrable blockhead ;" — 
and I could not get out of my head the rage with which 
Mr. Greville would have heard such a comphment. Aa 
it was, the astonishment that seized him when he saw 
the violence and contempt of Baretti, was sufficiently 
comical ; he had never before spoken a word to him, 
though he had accidentally met with him, and I fancy 
he expected, by his tonish grandeur, to have instantly 
silenced and intinddated him : but when he found 
Earetti stout, and that the more he resisted, the more 
he bullied him, he could only stare, and look around at 
us all, with an expression that said "Am I awake?" 

We had one very pleasant day last week with our 
dear Dr. Johnson, who dined with us, and met Mr. 
Barry, Dr. Dunbar, and Dr. Gillies, and afterwards Mr. 
Crofts, the famous book collector, Mr. Sastris, Mrs. 
Reynolds, Mr, Devaynes. and Baretti, and altogether 
2e 2 
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we made it out very welL But Dr. Johnson took the 
same dislike to poor Dr. Gillies that yon did. What he 
can have done to you both I cannot imagine, for every- 
body else Ukes him mightily. I had a good mind to have 
asked Miss Reynolds to conjectm^ the reason of your 
aversion^ for that would have been a happy subject for 
her to have pondered upon. Dr. Johnson was very 
sweet and very delightful indeed ; I think he grows more 
and more so, or at least, I grow more and more fond of 
him. I really believe Mr. Barry found him almost as 
amusing as a fit of the toothache ! 

Don't fear my opening my lips, my dear madam, 
about your letters ; I never read but scraps and chosen 
morsels to anybody, — and I hope you do the same by 
me ; for though what I have to say is not of equal conse- 
quence, my flippancies, which I rather indulge than curb 
to you, might do me mischief should they run about. I 
have not seen Piozzi : he left me your letter, which in- 
deed is a charming one ; though its contents puzzled me 
much whether to make me sad or merry. Who is your 
dwarf? — Your fan gentleman is after my own heart. I 
am glad you find comfort in Dr. Delap. I beg my best 
compliments to him, — and to my master and missey, — 
and believe me ever and most faithfully yours, 

F. B. 

My father's best love to you, and my daddy's re- 
spects. 

Journal resumed. 

Streatham, Monday, December 6. — As I am now 
well enough to employ myself my own way, though not 
to go down stairs, I will take this first opportunity I 
have had since my return hither, to write again to my 
dearest Susan. 



Your letters, my love, have been more than usually 
welcome to me of late ; their contents have been very 
entertaining and satisfactory, and their arrival has been 
particularly seasonable ; not on account of my illness — 
that alone never yet lowered my spirits as they are 
now lowered, because I knew I must ere long, in all 
probability, be again well ; but O Susy ! i am — I have 
been — and I fear must always be, alarmed indeed for 
Mr. Thrale ; and the more I see and know him, the 
more alarmed, because the more I love and dread to 
lose him. 

I am not much in cue for journalising ; but I am yet 
less inclined for anything else. As writing to my own 
Susy commonly lightens my heart, so I'll e'en set about 
recollecting the good as well as bad that has passed since 
I wrote last ; for else I were too selfish. 

I cannot remember where I left off; — but to go back to 
the last few days we spent at Brighthetmstone — ^I must 
tell you that on the last Friday — but I cannot recollect 
anecdotes, nor write them if I did ; and so I will only 
draw up an exit for the characters to which I had en- 
deavoured to introduce you. 

Lady Hesketh made us a very long, sociable, and 
friendly visit before our departure, in which she ap- 
peared to much advantage, with respect to conversation, 
abilities, and good breeding. I saw that she became 
quite enchanted with Mrs. Tlirale, and she made me talk 
away with her very copiously, by looking at me, in a 
former visit, when she was remarking that nothing was 
so formidable as to be in company with silent observer.s'; 
whereupon I gathered courage, and boldly entered the 
lists; and her ladyship has enquired my direction of 
Mrs. Thrale, and told her that the acquaintance should 
not drop at Brighton, for she was determhied to wait 
upon me in town. 
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We saw, latterly, a great deal of the H ^s. The 

Colonel — ^for he has given up his majorship in the 
militia, and is raising a company for himself — appeared 
to us just as before, — sensible, good humoured, and 
pleasant; andjust as before also his lady — ^tittle-tattHng, 
monotonous, and tiresome. 

They had a Miss Cooke with them, — ^whom I only 
mention, because her name was also Kitty, and because 
her resemblance to our Kitty did not stop there, for 
she was always gay, and always good humoured. 

Lady Shelley was as civil to me as Lady Hesketh. In- 
deed I have good reason to hke Sussex. As my cold 
prevented my waiting upon her with Mrs. Thrale, to 
take leave, she was so good as to come to me. I am 
rather sorry she never comes to town, for she is a sweet 
woman, and very handsome. 

Miss Benson called upon us several times, and I 
abide exactly by what I have already siaid of her. 

Dr. Delap was with us till the Friday night pre* 
ceding our departure; he has asked me, in his unac- 
countable way, '^ If I will make him a dish of tea in 
St. Martin's street ?'' 

We had also made an acquaintance with a Miss 
Stow, that I have never had time to mention: a 
little girl she is, just seven years old, and plays on 
the harpsichord so well, that she made me very 
fond of her. She hved with a mother and aunt, neilher 
of whom I Uked; but she expressed so much de- 
sire to see Dr. Bumey, and is so clever, and for- 
ward, and ingenious a child, that I coidd not forbear 
giving her my direction in town, which she received 
very gladly, and will, I am sure, find me out as soon as 
she leaves Brighton. 

Miss Thrale and I paid visits of conge to Mrs. 
Chamier and Miss Emily Jess. 



^^^ 
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We went together, also, to Miss Byron ; but she was 
invisible with this influenza: — the mother, however, 
admitted us, and spent almost the whole two hours she 
kept us in exhorting me most kindly to visit her, and 
promising to introduce me to the Admiral, — which I 
find is a great thing, as he always avoids seeing any of 
her female friends, even Mrs. Thrale, from some odd 
peculiarity of disposition. 

On Monday, at our last dinner, we had Mr. Tidy, 

Mr. B , and Mr. Selwin; and in the evening came 

Mrs. Byron. 

Mr. Tidy 1 liked better and better ; he reminded me 
of Mr. Crisp ; he has not so good a &ce, but it is that 
sort of face, and his laugh is the very same : for it first 
puts every feature in comical motion, and then fairly 
shakes his whole frame, so that there are tokens of 
thorough enjoyment from head to foot. He and I 
should have been very good friends, I am sure, if we 
had seen much of each other ; — as it was, we were both 
upon the watch, drolly enough. 

Mr. B , though, till very lately, I have almost 

lived upon him, I shall not bore you with more than 
naming; for I find you make no defence to my hint of 
having given you too much of him, and I am at least 
glad you are so sincere. 

And now, my dear Susy, to tragedy — for all I have 
yet writ is farce to what I must now add ; but I will be 
brief, for your sake as well as my own. 

Poor Mr. Thrale had had this vile influenza for two 
days before we set out ; but then seemed better. We 
got on to Crawley all well : he then ordered two of the 
servants to go on to Reigate and prepare dinner: 
meantime he sufl"ered dreadfully from the coldness of 
the weather ; he shook from head to foot, and his teeth 
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chattered aloud very frightfully. When we got again 
into the coach, by degrees he grew warm and tolerably 
comfortable; but when we stopped at Reigate his 
speech grew inarticulate^ and he said one word for 
another. I hoped it was accident, and Mrs. Thrale, by 
some strange infatuation, thought he was joking, — ^bnt 
Miss Thrale saw how it was from the first. 

By very cruel ill-luck, too tedious to relate, his pre- 
caution proved useless ; for we had not only no dinner 
ready, but no fire, and were shown into a large and 
comfortless room. The town is filled with militda. 
Here the cold returned dreadfully, — and here, in short, 
it was but too plain to all, his faculties were lost by it 
Poor Mrs. Thrale worked like a servant : she lighted 
the fire with her own hands, — ^took the bellows, and 
made such a one as might have roasted an ox in ten 
minutes. But I will not dwell on particulars: — ^afi:er 
dinner Mr. Thrale grew better ; and for the rest of our 
journey was sleepy and mostly silent. 

It was late in the night when we got to Streatham. 
Mrs. Thrale consulted me what to do: — I was for a 
physician immediately ; but Miss Thrale opposed that, 
thinking it would do harm to alarm her father by such 
a step. However, Mrs. Thrale ordered the butler to 
set off by six the next morning for Dr. Heberden and 
Mr. Seward. 

The next morning, however, he was greatly better, 
and when they arrived he was very angry ; but I am 
sure it was right. Dr. Heberden ordered nothing but 
cupping. Mr. Seward was very good and friendly, and 
spent five days here, during all which Mr. Thrale grew 
better. Dr. Johnson, you know, came with my dear 
father the Thursday after our return. 

You cannot, I think, have been surprised that I gave 
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Up my plan of going to town immediately : iniJeed I 
had no heart to leave either Mr. Thrale in a state so 
precarious, or his dear wife in an agitation of mind 
hardly short of a fever. 

Things now went on tolerably smooth, and Miss Thrale 
and I renewed our Latin exercises with Dr. Johnson, 
and with great edat of praise. At another time I could 
have WTitten much of him and of Mr, Seward, for many 
very good conversations past ; but now I have almost 
forgot all about them. 

The Tuesday following I received your kind letter, 
and instances to return on Thursday with ray father, — 
but I determined to take no measures either way till I 
saw how matters went at the last. 

The next day 1 was far from well, as my dear father 
must have told you, — and I got worse and worse, and 
I could not go down to dinner; but in the evening, 
being rather better, I just popt down to play one rubber 
with dear Mr, Thrale, whose health I have truly at 
heart, and who is only to be kept from a heavy and pro- 
found sleep by cards : and then I was glad to come 
back, being again worse : — hut let me add, I had in- 
sisted on performing this feat. 

I had a miserable night, — I kept my bed all day, and 
my ever sweet Mrs. Thrale nursed me most tenderly, 
letting me take nothing but from herself. 

I will say no more about the illness, but that it was 
short, though rather violent. On Saturday) as I got 
into Mr, Thrale's dressing-room to dinner. Dr. Johnson 
visited me. On Sunday, Mr. Murphy came to dinner; 
and in the evening begged that he might be admitted to 
ask me how I did. I was rather bundled up, to be sure, 
with cloaks, Stc., but could not well refuse ; so he and 
Mr, Thrale, lady and daughter, all came together. 
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He appeared in high flash ; took my hand, and in- 
sisted on kissing it ; and then he entered into a mighty 
gay, lively, droll, and agreeahle conversation, — running 
on in flighty comphraents, highly seasoned with wit^ 
till he diverted and put us all into spirits. Bat Mrs. 
Thrale, who was fearful I should be fatigued, found do 
little difficulty to get him away ; he vowed he would 
not go, — said she might, and all of them, but for his 
part, he desired not to budge, — and, at last, when by 
repeated remonstrances he was made retreat, he vowed 
he would come again. 

As soon as their tea was over below stairs, Dr. John- 
son came to make me a visit, and while be was with me, 
I heard Mr. Murphy's step about the adjoining rooms, 
not knowing well his way ; and soon after in be bolted, 
crying out, " They would Mn have stopped me, but 
here I am !" 

However, I have no time to write what passed, eieept 
that he vowed when he came next he would read the 
rest of my play. However, I shall bring it with me to 
town, and hide it. 

The next day, Monday, he left us; and Lady Ladd 
came. She sat upstairs with me the whole morning, 
and she has been saying such shocking things of her 
apprehensions for my dear Mr. Thrale, that they have 
quite overset me, being already weaker by the fever: 
and just now, unluckily, Mrs. Thrale came in suddenly, 
and found me in so low-spirited a situation that she in- 
sisted on knowing the cause. I could not tell her, but 
hinted that Lady L., who was just gone down, had 
been talking dismally, and she immediately concluded it 
was concerning Sir John. I am sure she wondered at 
my prodigious susceptibility, as she well might ; but I 
preferred passing for half an idiot to telling her what 
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I cannot even tell you of Lady L/s shocking and terrify- 
ing speeches. 

Miss F, Burney to Dr. Burney. 

Streatham, Saturday Morning, 2 o'clock. 
My dearest Sir, 

We have this moment finished ^^ The Critic/'* I have 
been extremely well entertained with it indeed. The 
first act seems as full of wit, satire, and spirit as it is of 
lines. For the rest, I have not sufficiently attended to 
the plays of these degenerate days to half enjoy or un* 
derstand the censure or ridicule meant to be lavished on 
tiiem. However, I could take in enough to be greatly 
diverted at the flighty absurdities, so well, though so se- 
verely pointed out. 

Our dear master came home to-day quite as well as you 
saw him yesterday. He is in good spirits and good 
humour, but I think he looks sadly. So does our Mrs. 
T., who agitates herself into an almost perpetual fever. 

Adieu, my dearest sir : a thousand thanks^ for this 
treat. Dr. Johnson is very gay and sociable and com- 
fortable, and quite as kind to me as ever; and he says, 
the Bodleian librarian has but done his duty,t and that 
when he goes to Oxford, he will write my name in the 
books, and my age when I writ them, and sign the 
whole with his own ; " and then," he says, " the world 
may know that we — 

* So mixed our studies, and so joined our fame/ 
For we shall go down hand in hand to posterity ?' 

* Sheridan's " Critic,* printed at this time, but unpublished, 
-f* The Bodleian librarian had placed '* Evelina'' in his noble li- 
brary, to the author's astonished delight — Note by F. B, ] 
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Mrs. T. sends her best love, I don't know when I 
can leave her, but not, unless you desire it, till Mr. T. 
seems better established in health, or till Mrs. Davenant 
can come hither. 

Mr. Seward is now here. Once more, dearest sir, 
good night — says 

Your dutiful and most affectionate, 

F. B. 



Miss jF. Btirney to Mrs. Thrale. 

ChesiDgton, Nov. 4. 

I never managed matters so adroitly before. Here 
1 am already. My brother most good naturedly of- 
fered to convoy me immediately ; my father consented ; 
and the murmuring of the rest, though ^^more com- 
fortable to me than the buzzing of hornets and wasps,^' 
was yet of no avail to retard me. I was sorry indeed 
to leave them all so soon, but as my six weeks here 
were destined and promised, it is better to have them 
over before I pretend to be settled at home — at either 
home, may I say ? 

As I spent only one day in town, I gave it wholly to 
my sisters, and they to me ; and in the morning we had 
by chance such a meeting as we have not had before 
for very many years. My two brothers, Susan, and 
Charlotte, and myself, were of course at home, and 
Hetty accidentally coming to town, called in while we 
were all at breakfast. I ran up stairs, and dragged my 
father down out of the study, to see once more all to- 
gether his original progeny, and when he came, he 
called out ^^ Offspring ! can you dance V 

We were soon, however, again dispersed; but the 
*5vening also was concluded with equal demonstrations 



of joy. My mother happened to be engaged to the 
Kirwans, and Charles, Susan, Charlotte and I were not 
very dolefully drinking our tea, when the parlour door 
was opened, and in entered Paechierotti, who stayed all 
the evetiing. Again we flew to tlie study, and again 
hauled down my father, and I believe I need hardly tell 
you the time hung not very heavily upon our hands. 

Paechierotti inquired very much after " my so great 
favourite Mrs. Thrale." He is much more embarrassed 
in speaking Enghsh than he was, but understands i( 
more readily and perfectly than ever. He sung to us 
one air from Ezio, and his voice is more clear and sweet 
than I ever heard it before. I made but little inquiry 
about the opera, as I was running away from it, and 
wanted not to be tempted to stay. My father invited 
him in your name to Streatham, but I charged him by 
no means to go in my absence. Little Bertoni was 
with him. 

I had no other adventure in London, but a most 
delightful incident has happened since I came hither. 
We had just done tea on Friday, and Mrs. Hamilton, 
Kitty, Jem, and Mr, Crisp, were sitting down to cards, 
when we were surprised by an express from London, 
and it brought a "Whereas we think fit" from the Admi- 
ralty, to appoint Captain Burney to the command of the 
Latniia, during the absence of the Honourable Captain 
Conway. This is one of the best frigates in the navy, of 
thirty-eight guns, and immediately, I believe, ready for 
ser\'ice. Jem was almost frantic with ecstasy of joy; 
he sang, laughed, drank to his own success, and danced 
about the room with Miss Kitty till he put her quite 
out of breatii. His hope is to get out immediately, and 
have a brush with some of the Dons, Monsieurs, or 
Mynheers, while he is in possession of a ship of suffi- 
cient force to attack any frigate he may meet. 
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Adien, dearest madam* I know yoa wQI approve my 
manoeuvre in so quickly getting here, because so mudi 
the sooner again at Streatham you will see your 

F.B. 

This moment enters our parson with your letter. 
How kind of you to write even before you received my 
scrawl from St. Martin's-street ! We had heard no- 
thing of any earthquake when I came away. Have 
you heard firom Lyons ? 



3Iiss F. Bumey to Mrs. Thrak. 

St. Martin's Street, Dec. 14. 

Three days only have I left dear Streatham, and I fed 
as if I had neither seen or heard of it as many months. 
Gratify me, dearest madam, with a few lines to tell me 
how you all do, for I am half uneasy, and quite impa- 
tient for intelligence. Does the card system flourish ?— 
Does Dr. Johnson continue gay and good-humoured, 
and " valuing nobody" in a morning? — Is Miss Thrale 
steady in asserting that all will do perfectly well ? — But 
most I wish to hear whether our dear master is any 
better in spirit? — ^And whether my sweet Dottoressa 
perseveres in supporting and exerting her own ? 

I never returned to my own home so little merrily 
disposed as this last time. When I parted with my 
master, I wished much to have thanked him for all the 
kindness he has so constantly shown me, but I found 
myself too grave for the purpose; however, I meanf^ 
when I parted with you, to make myself amends by 
making a speech long enough for both ; but then I was 
yet less able ; and thus it is that some or other cross 
accident for ever frustrates my rhetorical designs. 

Adieu, my dearest madam. Fray give my a^ectionate 
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respects to Mr. Thrale and Dr. Johnson, my love to 
Miss Thrale, and compliments to your doves, — and 
pray believe me. 

Ever and ever, 

F.B. 

Mrs. Thrale to Miss F. Barney. 

Streattiatn, Dec. 22, 17B0. 

My lovely Burney will believe that I have lost the 
use of my fingers, or that I never employ them in writ- 
ing to her but when they are shaking with agony. The 
truth is, all goes well, and so I quiet my mind and quar- 
rel with my maids — for one must have something to do. 

Now I have picked up something to please you ; Dr. 
Johnson pronounced an actual eidogium upon Captain 
Burney, to his yesterday's listeners— how amiable he 
was, and how gentle in his manner, &€., tho' he had lived 
so many years with sailors and savages. 

This I know is a good thing ; the only bad partis, 
that my good word will now be of less importance to 
him, and I had a great mind to court him out of a share 
of his good opinion and kindness : but I'll try at it yet 
whenever I come to town. 

Dr. Burney brought my master a nice companion 
t'other morning ; he was quite happy, and applauded her 
schemes of education — ^just like a man who never heard 
how the former ones succeeded. I thought like old 
Croaker — heaven send us all the better for them this 
time three years ! 

What a noodle I was to get no franks for Chesington! 
and now all the members are dispersed over the globe, 
tdl the hanging Lord George Gordon shall call them 
together again : he is to be hanged sure enough. 

Sir R. Jebb is leaving us, just in the manner of a 
hen who is quitting her chickens — he leaves us by 
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degrees, and makes long intervals now, short visits, &c 
Dear creature, how I adore him ! and what praises have 
I coaxed Mrs. Montagu out of to please him. He'll 
value those more than mine— a rogue! 

The Parkers were here yesterday, and sate whole 
hours, and told all their terrors in the riot season, &c., 
besides an adventure of a trunk cut from behind a post 

chaise, which lasted Oh, I thought I should have 

died no other death than that trunk would have given me. 

I suppose you gather from all this that Mr. Thrale 
dines below, plays at cards, &c., for so he does, and 
makes all the haste to be well that mortal man can 
make. 

Tell Mr. Crisp that your friend is a whimsical animal 
enough, but that she loves her friends, and her friends' 
friends, and him of course : and tell the Captain that I had 
a lady here last Saturday, and could think of nothing for 
chat so well as the discoveries in the South Seas, and 
his kindness in giving Hester some rareties from thence, 
which she produced — that the lady made the follow- 
ing reflection on what she saw and heard — "Why, 
madam,^' said she, " I have been thinking all this while 
how happy a thing it is that when some parts of the 
world wear out and go to decay, Captain Burney 
should find out new ones to supply their places, and 
serve instead." All this with perfect innocence of all 
meaning whatsoever. 

Adieu, dearest, loveliest Burney ! Write to me 

kindly, think of me partially, come to me willingly, 

and dream of me if you will; for I am, as you well 

know, 

Ever yours, 

H. L. T. 
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Agujari, was a celebrated Italian singer, wife of Colla, an Italian 
composer. She was engaged at the Pantheon to sing two songs 
nightly, for which she received 100/. 

Anstey, Christopher, was the son of the Rev. Dr. Anstey. He 
published several poems after the " New Bath Guide," none of 
which attained any celebrity. He died at Bath in 1805. 

Baretti, Joseph, was author of an Italian and English Dictionary, 
and other creditable works. He was intimately acquainted with 
Johnson and most of the wits of his time. He was a native of 
Piedmont, but came to England in 1753, and died in London in 
1789. 

Beauclerk, Lady Diana, wife of the Hon. Topham Beauclerk, 
and daughter of the Duke of Marlborough. This lady was cele- 
brated in her day as an amateur artist. Her beautiful illustrations 
of Horace Walpole's " Mysterious Mother," are well known to all 
who have visited Strawberry-hill. 

Beauclerk, the Hon. Topham, was son of Lord Sydney Beauclerk, 
and grandson of the first Duke of St. Albans. Of this celebrated 
man Johnson said, " Beauclerk*s talents were those which he had 
felt himself more disposed to envy than those of any he had 
known." He afterwards said of him, in a letter to Boswell, 
" Such another will not often be found among mankind." Beau- 
clerk died about three montlis after the notice of him which oc- 
curs in this volume. 

BuRGOYNE, General. He wrote several successful dramas, one of 
which—" The Lord of the Manor" — is still occasionally per- 
formed. 
Bertont, was a well-known composer, who produced many operas 
to the words of Metastasio. 

Byron, Mrs., wife of the Hon. Admiral' John Byron, and grand- 
mother of the poet. Her daughter, Charlotte Augusta, (men- 
tioned by Miss Burney), married Vice- Admiral Christopher 
Parker, eldest son of the late Sir Peter Parker, Bart, and died 
in 1824. 
Carter, Mrs. Elizabeth, the celebrated translator of " Epictetus." 
At the date of the passages in which she is referred to in the 
Diary, she was about seventy-three years of age. She died in 
1806, at the age of eighty-nine years. 
Chamier, Anthony, was Member of Parliament for Tamworth, and 
Under Secretary of State from 1775 till his death in 1780. He 
was an original member of the celebrated Literary Club. 
VOL. I. 2 P 
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CBOLMo%TfELWY, Mfts^ was Wife of tbe Hon. and Rer. Robert Cfaol- 
moDcieleT, and iister of tbe cekbrated Mis. Maigvet Woffngtoii. 

GiA&DiXf, was the roost celebrated Tidioist of hk dav. He came to 
Eoglaod in 1 750, and wai for some years bead of tbe moacal de- 
partment of tbe Opera. He died in gieat indigence at Moscow 
in 1793. 

Ham ILT09, William GcaaAao (better known as " Sin^e-^ieech 
Hamilton"^ was, at tbe time he is referred to in the fi>r^oii^ 
pages. Chancellor of tbe Exchequer oi Irdand. 

Hiuutis, Jaxss, was a writer of much learning and reseaicfa. He 
was nephew to Lord Shafbbary, author of the * Characteristics.* 
The reputation of Harris rests chieflj on his " Hermes ; or, a 
Philosophical Enquiry into Unirosal Grammar.* He became 
Member of Pariiament in 1 76 1, and was soon afterwards appointed 
a Lord of the Admiralty, and subsequently a Lord of the Tietr 
sury, &C. He died in 1786. The present Eari of Malmsboiy is 
grandson to this gentleman. 

Hawki5s, Sir Johv, was a member of the celebrated Literary Club, 
and in habits of intimacy with Johnson during his whole life. 
He wrote, among other works, a " General History of Music,* ia 
fire volumes. 

Hates, Ma., was supposed to be a natural son of Sir Robert Wal- 
pole, first Eari of Oribrd : he was a scholar, a man of s^ise, and 
a passionate lover of books and prints ; he had a great and plea- 
sant turn for humour, and a most amiable and benevolent dispo- 
sition. His friendship with Dr. Bumey commoiced at Houghton- 
ball, the seat of the third Earl of Orford, and ended only with his 
life : he bequeathed his house in James-street, Westminster, to 
the Doctor's eldest son, James, af^rwards. Admiral Bumey. 

HoARE, Mr. C. Prince, is the gentleman alluded to at page 304. 
The intended patronage (perhaps luckily for its object) did not 
take place. The Lawrences left Devizes almost immediately 
after the date of the above notice, and henceforth the whole 
family were supported Inr the extraordinary talents of the boy 
artist. They went to Wennouth for a few months, and then 
established themselves at Bath, where they remained for about 
five years, — young Lawrence advancing every year in public &me. 
The family then removed to London, where young Lawrence's 
talents — though he was then scarcely sixteen — immediately com- 
manded a handsome income. 
HoRNECK, Mrs., was the wife of General Homeck, Her two 
daughters, Mrs. Bunbury and Miss Horneck (afterwards Mrs. 
Gwjnn), were celebrated beauties, and their portraits rank among 
the best productions of Sir Joshua Rejoiolds's pencil. 

Jerningham, Edward, brother of Sir William Jemingham, Bart 

He published three volumes of poems. 
Langton, Bennet, was one of Dr. Johnson's most valued friends, 
and after his death succeeded him as Professor of Ancient His- 
tory, in the Royal Academy. 
Lee, Charles, the person alluded to in the Diary, under the name of 
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the Rebel General, was an English officer who, aflter having served 
with honour in America, being disappointed of promotion on his 
return home, joined the insurgent colonies, and is said to liave 
been the first who suggested the idea of a separation from the 
mother countiy. He died at Philadelphia in 1782. 
Lennox, Mbs. Chaklotte, wa&4i native of New York, of which 
her father. Colonel James Ramsay, was governor. She wrote 
several novels, of which the " Female Quixote" is the best known. 
She fell into penury during the latter part of her life, and was for 
some years dependent on the Literary Fund Society. She died 
in 1804. 
MiLLES, Dr. Jeremiah, nephew of the Bishop of Waterford. He 
was, at the period referred to in the Diary, president of the An- 
tiquarian Society. The work alluded to was not published till 1 782. 
Miller, Lady, of Bath Easton. Her " Vase" and its objects are 
thus alluded to by Horace Walpole. " They hold a Parnassus- 
fair every Thursday, give out rhymes and themes, and all the flux 
of quality at Bath contend for the prizes. A Roman vase, dressed 
with pink ribbons and myrtles, receives the poetry, which is drawn 
out every festival. Six judges of these Olympic games retire and 
select the brightest composition, which the respective successful 
ten candidates acknowledge, kneel to Mrs. Calliope (Miller), kiss 
her fair hand, and are crowned by it with myrtle. You may 
think this a fiction or exaggeration. Be dumb, unbelievers! The 
collection is printed — published — yes, on my faith, there are 
bout-rimts on a buttered muffin, by her Grace the Duchess of 
Northumberland, &c." Works — vol. v., p. 185. 
Montagu, Mrs. Elizabeth, writer of the celebrated " Essay on 

the Genius and Learning of Shakspeare." 
Musters, Mrs. This lady was the mother of J. Musters, Esq. who 
married Miss Chaiuorthy celebrated by Lord Byron. To show how 
little her beauty and notoriety contributed to her happiness, we 
may repeat an anecdote of this lady, related by a gentleman still liv- 
ing at Brighton. He remembers meeting Mrs. Musters at the ball 
mentioned by Miss Burney, and being requested to give her a glass 
of water, it was turbid and chalky ; upon which she said, as she 
drank it, " Chalk is thought to he a cure for the heart-bum : — J 
•* wonder whether it ivill cure the 'heart-ache .?" 
NoRRis, the Rev. John. " The Theory and Regulations of Love" 
(the book referred to in the Diary), was one of the many mysti- 
cal works of this controversial writer of the 1 7th century. 
Pacchierotti was one of the most celebrated singers of his day. 
Palmers, Misses. These ladies were nieces of Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds. 
Palmerston, Henry Temple, Second Viscount, father of the pre- 
sent Viscount. 
Pembroke, Lady, was the second daughter of Charles, third Duke 
of Marlborough, and sister of Lady Diana Beauclerk. She mar- 
ried Henry, the tenth Earl of Pembroke, and was grandmother to 
the present Earl. Her amiable and exemplary character was as 
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remarkable as her beaatv. She lived to a great age, and died a 
very few years ago at her villa in Richmond Park. 
Pepys, William Waller, a master in chancery. 

P0RTEU8, Beilbt, afterwards Bishop of London. He died in 1808. 

RiccoBOKi, Madame, was wife of Anthony Francis Riccoboni, 
son of Louis Riccoboni, an Italian actor, and writer of a '^ His- 
tory of the Italian Theatre." Madame Riccoboni wrote several 
popular French romances and novels, and translated Fieldii^s 
« Amelia." She died in 1792. 

RuDD, Mabgabet Caroline, was celebrated only for having been 
connected with two brothers, named Perreau, in coinmitting a 
forgery, for which they were both executed (about the year 1776), 
she having betrayed and borne witness against them. The cu- 
riosity which she excited at thb period no doubt arose (as shrewdly 
conjectured by Mr. Croker in his notes to Boswell's Johnson) 
from it being studiously spread abroad by the friends of her vic- 
tims, that they had been dupes and instruments in her hands. 

Seward, William, was author of " Anecdotes of Distinguished Per- 
sons," in 5 vols., and " Biographiana," a sequel to the same, in 
2 vols. 

SoLANDER, Dr. Daniel, the Swedish naturalist, who accompanied 
Captain Cook in his first voyage round the worlcL 

Yesey, Mrs., was the lady at whose house the celebrated has bleu 
meetings of the time were first held ; and indeed with her 
the phrase itself is said to have originated. It is related that, 
on inviting Mr. Stillingfleet to one of her literary parties, he 
wished to decline attending it, on the plea of his want of an 
appropriate dress for an evening assembly. " Oh — never mind 
dress," said she ; " come in your blue stockings !" — which he 
was wearing at the time. He took her at her word, and on 
entering the room, directed her attention to the fact of his 
having come in his blrie stockings : and her literary meetings 
retained the name o£bas bleu ever after. 

Wharton, Dr. Joseph, author of the " Essay on the Genius and 
Writings of Pope." He was, at the time referred to in the 
Diary, Head Master of Winchester. 

Wedderburne, Alexander, afterwards Lord Loughborough. 
This gentleman is understood to have been the chief mover in 
procuring Dr. Johnson's pension. 

Williams, Anna, was the daughter of a Welsh physician. She 
was, at the time referred to, a widow, blind, and in reduced cir- 
cumstances, and Dr. Johnson gave her an apartment in his 
house, where she resided till her death. 
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